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JOURNEY ON A PLANK 

VBOM ^ 

KIEV TO EAUX-BONNES. 



CHAPTER I. 

Deparitire firom Frankfort — ^Hearing Rtiasian Voices and 
Accsente— "Alexandre"— "Utrom"—" Run" to aecure 
Places — Defence against Intruders — Oos Junction — ^A 
Family Party— M. Clodion— Mile. Platpied. 

At last; at last, I had taken opinm^ and 
smoked cigarettes, Bussian cigarettes, so dili- 
gently, that my neuralgia gave way, and, feel- 
ing in consequence stronger, I decided that 
if the next day's post did not bring the letter, 

YOL. 11. B 



2 DEPARTURE FROM FRANKFORT. 

I must give up this last link, and go on to 
Strasburg the next day. And we did so. Just 
as we were starting, the master of the hotel 
received a telegram, to inquire if we were still 
there. He replied that we were going by the 
express then starting. We travelled through 
much heat and dust to Heidelbea-g, and were 
very glad to get out there, to seek a quiet ho- 
tel in which to dine. I had a little room, 
looking on to a Piazza and garden deliciously 
shady— quite a rest While I was alone there, 
I heard some one speaking next door, and the 
accent immediately attracted me. French was 
the language ; but there was something not 
French in the way of utterance, and in the 
tone of voice — something deeper and larger 
— Russian, in short. There was no possibility 
of not hearing what was said ; and I am sure 
the speakers did not mind who beard the 



ALEXANDDRE. 3 

arrangements they were making for driv- 
ing out before the late dinner — " evi- 
dently h^a-carte" said I to myself; " another 
national characteristic I know well." Pre- 
sently the name " Alexandre " arrested my 
attention ; and then the carnage being drawn 
up, I saw a lady and gentleman of very Kus- 
sian exterior enter it and drive off. If that 
gentleman were Alexander^ he was very unlike 
the Alexander to whom that name must in 
my ideas pre-eminently belong. 

Though they were gone, I soon became 
aware that theirs were only some of the 
Russian voices I had heard: others were 
still conversing on the piazza* I lis- 
tened with pleasure to the sounds, though they 
were now too far off for me to hear anything 
but the national rich tones and soft accents. 
Soon the French glided into Russian ; and a 

b2 



4 UTROH. 

young, very young lady ran past as if to give 
some message. I fancied that something ia 
her hair, foot, or features would have told me 
she was Russian, even without the magical 
word with which she turned round to the 
group she had quitted, as if to reply to a re* 
mark of theirs ere entering the H6tel — that 
word was " utrom " — " in the morning ;" and 
how many plans for pleasant days, and busy 
days, did it not recall ! I felt myself at once 
in the midst of that far-away household, lis- 
tening to plans for hunting, sketching, rid- 
ing, fishing, travelling, studying — ^in short, 
that little word enters so constantly into hu- 
man plans, that it is not surprising it should 
have been one of the first heard, and best re- 
membered. An eager, hopeful, glowing little 
word — not always, however, associated with 
pleasant undertakings. For instance, how 



IN THE M0BN1N6. 5 

often will a doctor not pronounce upon a case, 
nor try a new remedy, till he has seen his pa- 
tient ^^ in the morning." How many a lesson 
over which we have stupefied ourselves at 
night has to be begun all over again ^' in the 
morning ; " and how many bright plans, that 
look to our eager eyes feasible enough and 
sure of success at night, are coolly laid upon 
the shelf, to be talked over ^^ in the morning." 
And we know that the patient will look worse, 
the lesson be entirely forgotten, "in the morn- 
ing," — and the bright plans, like glaciers after 
sunset, all the darker and colder-looking for 
the sunset-glow that had surrounded them with 
rosy beauty. "Utrom" (it suited the fair 
girl who had uttered it) looked at me, and I 
looked at her and her little yelping dog — ^not a 
" Beauty " — and wished I dared to tell her how 
much her one word of Russian had suggested 



b RUN TO SECURE PLACES. 

to me. How little "utrom" guessed the 
pleasure she had given to me! How little 
*' Diamond'' knew the injury he had done to 
Sir Isaac Newton ! 

That was a pleasant day, that 27th of July, 
resting in the little room looking out upon 
the Piazza, and the shady garden, and the 
green hills. I could not see the Castle — nor 
had Florence or Godfrey heen able to do so ; 
for having been afraid of changing too many 
notes into gold, they had to get more changed 
here, and I fear saw little else beside the 
banker's den ; while I was quietly and com- 
fortably enjoying my repose. The train came 
before we quite expected it, and we had 
almost to run to get places. Florence would 
not leave me, and I could not go fast; 
nevertheless, we succeeded at last, and 
were glad to take our seats after such a 



OOS JUNCTION, 7 

race. We had the carriage to ourselves part 
of the way. 

Florence was very much amused at my 
taking no notice at all of some poor man who 
presented himself at the door ; and he, seeing 
the entrance barred by a prostrate and 
apparently unconscious figure, retreated, visibly 
alarmed. At Oos Junction, however, the 
train fi*om Baden*Baden came in, and brought 
plenty of passengers to fill all vacant places. 
Four were shown into our carriage; how- 
ever, I still lay up, as we were only two. 
The p&rty now entering occupied our atten- 
tion not a little during the rest of our journey 
to Kehl. It was composed of a gentleman, 
whom we will call M. Clodion (I like good 
old names, but Pharamond is too ugly) — a 
fine handsome woman, Madame Clodion, nie 
JPrincesse Camnine (I am sure her card must 



8 A FAMILY PARTY. 

run in that strain), and a pretty, delicate little 
girl of about eleven years old. I give her 
the name of Zoe, and her governess that of 
Mile. Platpied. The latter two interested 
me the most at first ; for the poor little girl 
was in a sad state — quite a patient for Eaux- 
Bonnes, I feared. Every instant she exclaim- 
ed, "Je veux cracher!*' and immediately 
dyed a handkerchief crimson ; then she cried, 
and trembled, and finally dropped asleep — 
waking up bewildered, and spreading out her 
hands, as if uncertain where she was. The 
poor mother seemed much alarmed, and wept 
quietly, while the child slept, leaning against 
her. I am sure she was a very Zoe (life) to 
her mother, that little maiden. Mile Plat- 
pied had one of those peculiar constructions 
that seem to sit down upon springs, the 
vibration whereof must give affected little 



MIXE. PLATPIED. » 

rebounds to the whole upper person. She 
appeared to me to be occupied with every- 
thing rather than with her pupil ; but as she 
was laden with boxes and bags innumerable, 
the three hats and parasols, and the child's 
mantle and gloves, she could not do much 
more than attend to these articles, and to 
five immense bouquets with which she was 
also charged. 

These bouquets, by-the-bye, were, if not the 
first, certainly one of the most prominent 
subjects of conversation during our journey ; 
that is to say, as soon as the little girl's 
ailments abated. And here I must protest that 
I had not the slightest intention of trying to 
read a page of family history ; but when one 
assists at a rehearsal of a scene like this, one 
hardly feels bound to secresy. M. Clodion, 
a small and timid-looking dark man, asked 



10 H. GLODION. 

Mile. Platpied to show him the bouquets. 
She showed him one or two, throwing them 
down again on the seat beside her; but he 
was not satisfied — ^he wanted to see the one 
which she retained in her hand, and from 
which hung out a beautiful little green sprig 
of some herb, "romantic or aromatic," and this 
she would not show him, taking her cue all 
the while from the piercing eyes of Madame 
Clodion, who appeared greatly to enjoy his 
discomfiture. He was silent for a few 
minutes, but soop renewed the attack. This 
time he was lefr in perfect silence — ^without 
any answer at all ; and the two ladies, leaning 
over the little invalid, began a whispered 
conversation, interrupted by little fits of 
giggling laughter. Thus foiled, the poor 
man sunk back into his comer.. 

The child was asleep, and he suggest- 



HIS FlMILr DIFnOULTIES. 11 

ed that she had better have a cloak 
put over her. "Ne la tourmentez pas I" 
was the reply. He then endeayoared 
to poll up the window near her, bat was per- 
emptorily desired to desist. He tried to con- 
yerse in a low yoice witii Madame Clodion ; 
whereupon she looked exceedingly exhausted, 
and^ dosing her eyes, declared that she had a 
tremendous headache. Baffled at all points, 
the meek Clodion again had recourse to Mile 
Platpied and her bouquets, leaying his wife to 
slumber, if she liked it. This, however, was 
not, I hoped, yery necessary to her ; for she was 
eyidently aliye to all that went on ; and Mile. 
Platpied apparently thought so, for she contin- 
ued the same style of answer to whatever was 
suggested by M. Clodion, if she thought it 
worthy of an answer at all. In fact, she play- 
ed the part of sycophant to her haughty mis- 



12 MADAME CLODION. 

tress so admirably that I could scarcely be- 
lieve her to be sincere. 

At last, weary of being browbeaten, M. 
Clodion had the folly to ask what they were 
talking about and looking at, when their 
whispered conversations began again. 

"It's Bernard riding by the side of the 
train," said Mme. Clodion, as she would have 
answered a fool or an idiot. 

" Did you see him this morning ? '* he 
replied; "and did Zoe see her little 
friend ? " 

" Taisez vous done, imbecile ! " replied his 
gentle wife ; and perhaps she was not far wrong, 
for they had informed us that all the child's 
illness had been caused by "remotionde quitter 
ses amis." 

The young lady was now awake, and 
appeared not to lose a syllable of what 



THE INTALID CHILD. 13 

was said about herself and other matters. She 
was much better, and they gave her some 
Im-honSj and began to talk about the causes 
of her attack, which M. Clodion attributed to 
a five o'clock dinner. This fact he communi- 
cated to Florence, with whom he had already 
begun to converse. His wife, hearing the 
statement, replied indignantly that ^^It was 
the emotion I — one could not quit one's friends 
without feeling emotion;" and then indignation 
giving way to sorrow, real or feigned, her eyes 
sought and met a sympathetic glance from 
Mile. Platpied, over the bouquets, and closed 
languidly. 

The poor child was again suffering severely, 
or bitter might have been the war of words 
that ensued ; but she claimed the attention of 
all. Florence gave her some salts, and the 
mother thanked her, speaking to us for the 
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first time directly. I asked MUe. Flatpied, 
aside, if the child was liable to these attacks ; 
and she replied, "Oh, noj there were no 
fears for her chest, but violent crying bad 
caused her to Ueed firom the nose and 
throat." 

" Poor little thing ! " I replied, " one can 
see that ^e is in s very nervous, excited 
state/' 

I spoke low that the child might not hear 
me ; but in vain — for the mother replied 
eagerly — 

" Oh, yes — she is excessively nervous, exces- 
sively nervous, poor little pet ! " 

Mile. Platpied, by-the-way, was so fear- 
fiilly affected, that even when we stopped at 
a station, and the child asked for a glass of 
water, she could not raise anything like a 
voice tq call with, out of her ponderous pro- 



MLLE. PLATPIfiD'S BOUQUETS. 15 

portioDS, but whined out, — " Ein glas wasaer " 
adding, in a yet more lamentable tone, '^Mann 
hort nickt; es ist krank das Kind." The 
fatha: handed a florin ^ and I, eagerly seizing 
it, touched her up without ceremony, saying, 
''DonneK done, MUe^ et quelqu'un yous 
appcniiera de Teau?'^ My words were veri- 
fied by the immediate arrival of a refreshing 
glass of water, which much revived the little 
invalid. 

Ee-assured by seeing her calm and cheerful 
agtun, all seemed for a short time to go on 
smooHily. Florence amused tie papa — ^tbe 
mamma and the child exchanged caresses and 
endearing words, and Mile. Flatpied ogled her' 
bouquets, about which, as also about her own 
movements and plans, she affected a consider- 
able air of mystery, replying to every ques- 
tion of M. Clodion's by the oracular words, 



1 6 FAMILT DISSENSIONS. 

"C'est possible, il en a iti question; 
cela se pourridt." 

I hoped it was her marriage, or her depar- 
ture, or anything which would remove her 
from her position near that interesting child^ 
whose education already seemed likely to 
prove a thorny path, beset with dangers, 
from the perpetual recurrence of divisions be- 
tween the parents; andMUe. Platpied, instead 
of taking no part in these disputes, appeared 
to delight in fomenting them. 

The present serene state of affairs could 
not last. The child dropped asleep; the 
father wished her to put on a cloak, as 
it was getting late; and when this pro- 
posal was received with an annihilating 
look, he desisted only for a few minutes, 
and then drew up the window; whereupon 
the lady declared again that she had a 



HM£. CLODION'S SUBTERFUGE. 17 

tremendous headache, and threw herself back 
in the seat. 

" Est-ce aussi del'emotion?" said he, point- 
edly. And then commenced a scene worthy 
of the pen of a Dumas or a F^val — ^mine is 
quite inadequate to describe how M. Clodion 
drew near to Mme. Clodion, saying that he 
had something to say to her ; and how she 
immediately affected sleep or deafness, open- 
ing her eyes the next moment, and whispering 
again with Mile. Flatpied ; how he retreated 
into himself, but quickly returned to the 
charge, directly he discovered the subterfuge. 
If he caught her with her eyes open, and she 
had no time to shut them, she looked beyond 
him, as if something very interesting were 
written on the grey cloth of the carriage ; or 
out of the window, or at one of us, as if she 
saw us for the first time. But if she 
YOL. II. c 



18 M. CLODION'S IMPRUD£NC£. 

had time she closed her eyes, murmuring, 
" Do let me be in peace when I am so ill ! 
Cannot you understand that my head aches 
violently?" 

He was very imprudent, and renewed his 
attempts continually. At last she deigned to 
reply ; and her reply excited him to speak less 
cautiously ; whereupon she entreated him to 
remember the presence- of strangers — ^if her 
poor wishes for peace had no weight with him, 
he might at least consider that it was ^'incon- 
venant" to drag their misfortunes before peo- 
ple who w€re totally unknown to them both. 
It was hard enough, Heaven knew, to have 
such a destiny ; but all the world need not 
perceive it, if he had but common courtesy and 
good breeding. 

The little girl was now wide awake ; and 
her father put on her cloak — ^for the excited 



A HIPPY MANAGE. 19 

lady had let down the glass. This caused a 
fresh outburst. 

^^De grkcBy m^nagez-moi en presence de 
cette enfant; pour moi je ne dis pas, mais 
pour cette enfant ! " 

Our arrival at Kehl caused Florence to say 
something to me about a carriage ; and M. 
Clodion told his child to keep on her cloak — 
(she had already, apt pupil, thrown it off, 
with an appealing look to her mother) — ^for 
that she would be in the omnibus directly. 

^^ En omnibus ! mais je n'irai pas en omni- 
bus! je n'y suis pas habitude, moi!'' exclaimed 
the indignant fair one ; and ceasing to be a 
'' femme incomprise," she became a practical 
"Hausfpau;" for by the time my slow exit 
from the train was accomplished, and I was 
placed on a bundle of cloaks, under the wall, 
to wait for a carriage — she had secured 

c2 



44 AN OLD INN TRICK* 

and the usual excuse had been given, ^' Et les 
bougies, faisaient-elles une course aussi?" — 
which made the grin explode into a laugh, the 
shrag become a rocking of the person, and 
the poor fellow, setting down the dip on 
the drawers, roll with amusement. I suspect 
it was true, and that '^une course '' was 
necessary for evCTything demanded. 

But all this would haire^been nothing, had 
not the old inn trick of trjring to detain us been 
resorted to. We were ready, as usual, half-an- 
hour before the time (half-past six) at which 
we were to leave Ae h6tel, to catch the seven 
o'clock train, and this was morethan enough. 
As usual, orders for the servants and luggage 
to go foiward yet earlier had been given, 
but we waited in vain for the carriage which 
we had ordered. Getting anxious, Florence 
looked out and saw the luggage only just 
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moving off as the carriage came to the door^ 
and Ferdinand with it^ in a ferer. He must 
have gone very rapidly ; fori on our descent^ 
he met us with the information that the train 
was gone I 

. '^ So we have rattled you through the rough 
streets to no purpose/' said Florence ; ^' at all 
events, let us put you down in the waiting- 
ro(Hn to rest." 

Yain hope I it was closed against all intrud- 
ers, and Florence's kind face expressed great 
anxiety and disappointment. It was too far to 
go back into the town. * As it was a fine day, 
we betook ourselves to the Cafi de la Gare, 
where we seated ourselves in the veranda, 
shaded with beautiful oleanders and pome- 
granates, and laughed heartily at ourselves 
for having taken so much pains to rise early 
and accomplish this great result. We de- 



46 MAKING THE BEST OF IT. 

termined, however, to make the best of it — 
enjoj the fine day, and forget that we had 
intended to go early to Dijon. We should 
rest here during the heat, and proceed at 
four o'clock. I was quite happy, feeling 
that it was not my fault ; for we had both 
been ready — coffee over and waiting, at 6.25. 

I begged Godfrey to get me Dumas on Rus- 
sia ; but the book-stall was closed I He and 
Florence took out their books ; and the latter, 
giving Kaiser something to alter in her cloak, 
made that faithful domestic quite happy. I 
sat, propped up on two chairs, on the faithful 
Flank— either listening or talking, or gazing 
on the hills that '^ stood about'' Besan9on, 
and on the citadel, dating from the Boman 
Conquest, that crowned its own rock above 
the town. 

Other thoughts rapidly succeeded, recalling 



A MEMOBUL OF THE EAST. 47 

the scenes we had passed through ; and I be- 
lieve it was there and then that I formed the 
project of sending back to my dear friends in 
Sossia this little memorial of the long pilgri- 
mage that led me away from the east, from the 
shrine of St. Sophie. St. Sophie ! how well I 
remember that day last year ! 
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CHAPTER III. 

Dejeiiner — "Waiting" — Dale— Our Line of March — 
Dijon — ^Recollections — ^Wounded in tiie Train — Hdtel 
du Pare— "Walter"— "M. T Anglais "—Hdtel de I'Eu- 
rope— The Old Fustiness — Biyer Travelling — FeUow- 
trayeHers — ^The Bhdne — Perrache — ^Vienne — Valence — 
Mont^linuirt— Orange — ^French Popes — ^Men of Limoiisiii 
— ^Avignon — ^Luxury of Climate— ^Recollections — ^Depar- 
ture for Cette — Austrian Prisoners — Tarascon — St. 
Martha — ^Nimes — ^Montpellier. 

Godfrey now suggested that, in considera- 
tion of our virtuously early breakfast, and 
attempt at a start, we might as well recruit 
our exhausted frames, and accordingly we 
ordered a dgedner, and chatted until it came. 



WAITING. 49 

Have we not all felt, when obliged to wait 
anywhere for hours, days, or months, so 
yery much relieved when the worst was over — 
when the time, to use a very expressive phrase, 
had "spent itself?" I do not think one 
feels this in solitude — for it is easy for all to 
think, meditate, muse, or doze, according to 
their degrees of intellect and strength, when 
alone — so far, at least, as not to be aware of 
dulness ; but when we congregate, our inac- 
tivity and silence are more painfully felt. 
The very presence of others, if we observe 
that they are unoccupied, or uninterested in 
their occupation, prevents the undisturbed 
enjoyment of our own pleasures ; and as it is 
not possible in such a case to follow them out 
perfectly, nor even civil to attempt to do so, 
we unavoidably become dull together. And 
let it not be considered as any disparagement 
TOL. n. E 



50 DEJEUKER. 

that we acknowledge oar occasional dulness. 
Indeed, dear readers, we can afford to ac- 
knowledge it ; and so can any one who is not 
hopelessly dull at all times. 

Certainly, on this occasion, we had all found 
occupation, and were decidedly cheery and 
gay at our little green tables. I was much 
relieved at feeling better — ^the opium and 
the cigarette had fortunately subdued the 
neural^a that had wearied me at Besan9on. 
The air too was warm and delicious. I do 
not think the arrival of the cutlets and wine, 
the haricots, and the potage, was needed to 
raise our spirits; but they were discussed, 
and the bill paid, before the train came up. 
The bill, by-the-bye, was moderate — which is 
more than could be said for the h6tel charges, 
though they had the grace not f o reckon ^^ les 
courses " — ^surely a very touching act of con- 
sideration ! 
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So we badefarewell to the CaCS de la Gare with 
kindly feelings, and stepped into the train to 
D6le, famed for its red marbles. The branch 
from hence to ChMons-sar-Sadne will be a very 
great boon to travellers on their way from Ger- 
many to the south of France. In fact, had not 
unfinished railways prevented our reaching 
Lyons in one day, we need not have stopped 
at Besan9on ; and had the Swiss railway been 
completed between the lakes of Geneva and 
Constance, we might have gone from Dresden 
to Bamberg and Augsburg, have seen 
Munich, have dropped down upon the Lake of 
Constance, thence making our way to Geneva 
and Lyons, a far more delightful journey, 
avoiding all this uncomfortable line of 
road between Dresden and Lyons. From 
D61e to Dijon, and, in fact, the whole day, our 
course lay through a very pretty country. We 
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were nearing the Jura, and passing into the 
very heart of old Burgundy — ^the province 
which retains the name having been absorbed 
into France, as everyone knows, by the spider, 
Louis XI. I was sorry not to have planned 
for Godfrey to see the tombs of the Dukes ; 
but we did not enter the town, and only met 
a train there — a train -.which was bearing 
along its wounded soldiers, wounded not in ac- 
tion, but by a railway accident tWo stations 
off. Four had been killed, and many so badly 
hurt, that it was said they had been sent in the 
broken carriages to the hospital, there to be ex- 
tricated; but I think this was probably a mis- 
take, and that for "hospital" one should read 
" station." I find it so stated in my diary ; 
with comments of course upon our own preser- 
vation through so many miles of railway 
travelling. 
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We were not able to get dinner in the poor 
old"H6telduParc,"atChftlons. Itisshntup; 
bat I looked at it, and at the very windows ont 
of which Walter threw the sons to an admir- 
ing multitude of gamins calling him ^^ Mons. 
FAnglais/' and scrambling for what was to them 
a rich shower, while he was delighted and 
amazed with the scene. He is a tall rifleman 
now, and will laugh when he remembers this 
incident of his first journey abroad. 

We were sorry not to be received into our old 
friend the " Pare," but we found the same old 
sights and smiles in the Hotel de I'Europe — ^the 
same old " fustiness" — as my diary says — ^per- 
vading tea, bread, water, bed, room, everything, 
as we observed when we were here in the au- 
tumn of 1850, and in the summer of 1851. 
We therefore felt the same haste to leave it, 
and early the next morning found the little 
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steamboat panting away at the old landing- 
place, whither I was convejed, under a splendid 
sunshine, in Guy Fawkes fashion^ and laid up 
comfortably in the cabin. A river steamboat is 
not a bad place for observing one's fellow-pas- 
sengers. In former days these river steamboats 
conveyed very distinguished travellers ; and 
we met many on our former trajet — ^but now 
it is only the invalid, who dislikes railways — or 
the veteran traveller, who cannot give up the 
old order of things — or some one wiser perhaps 
than either, the visitor who thinks the fine 
scenery well worth the extra expenditure of 
time, and the cost of h6tels, who profits by 
them. Merchandise to Lyons is of course still 
conveyed by this cheaper method of transpor- 
tation ; and especially wine, which travels best 
by water. 

Our travellers to-day were of all classes* 
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There was a lover of the picturesquei with a 
sketch-book — a littlefamilj of poetic travellers, 
a father, mother, and most engaging little 
child, smiling and good-humoured through all 
the overpowering heat of that day — one or 
two loccU travellers — some in charge of mer- 
chandise, some travelling economically to 
places on the river, and others gay and 
decked out in finery, going to Maqon, or from 
Ma^on to Lyons, for some f^te. Amongst 
the local travellers was one whom I strongly 
suspected of being a solitary remnant of an 
old provincial family, liking the quiet sleeping 
bed better than the bustling railway — ^the 
quay better than the gare — and the solitary 
meal in the cabin better than the crowded 
buffet. She was about fifty, rather stately in 
figure, and faded in face, but intelligent, and 
evidently accustomed to reckon by centimes. 
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It was amusing to watch her keen eye as she 
bargamed for an hour's reading of a novel 
from an itinerant librarian, and selected warilj 
the materials of her inexpensive but succulent 
repast. And she would not have it too soon, 
she said, though she looked longingly at our 
early coffee, and later dSjeAner. "Not too 
soon — ^not till we have passed Ma^on " — ^was 
her order ; and a singular sun-dial I thought 
she had. But I quite understood her design 
— ^to make the provender last the day. She 
amused me, too, by her restlessness. Though 
three times the length of my person was left 
vacant between us, she changed her place 
when I was put upon the eastern side of the 
cabin, and went to the other sofa ; and when 
later in the evening I found it very hot, and 
transported myself to the other side, she again 
moved, as if we could not remain together. 
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At lengthy however, she returned, and fairly 
took up her position on the east side. I am 
sure she thought me a great bore, for remain- 
ing all day in the cabin, though she did the 
same herself. 

Our other travellers were an aunt and niece, 
going to Ma9on ; and quite far enough, too, 
they were so fidgety — ^I am sure that they had 
no organ of repose. 

At Lyons we discovered that no boat would 
go the next day ; and if we were to have no 
river scenery one out of the two days we had 
devoted to it, I could have given up the lazy 
old Sadne, despite the remnant of ^^vieiUe 
noblesse" the dame of gentle blood and hard 
usage, whom. we had met on its bosom, and 
who interested us by her history-telling face, 
rather than have lost t|ie Eh6ne, so much 
fuller of beauty and memories of the past. 
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For what do we see of the fonner? What 
leisure have we to enjoy the latter from a 
railway ? I did not, indeed, know before that 
" Perrache,'' the southern suburb of Lyons, 
from which we start, is so named from the 
ardiitect, Perrache, who rescued from the 
streams of ^^ Rhodanus and Arar" the tongue 
of land on which it stands. Thus much in- 
formation one might obtain, but where the glo- 
rious views surrounding Viemie, rich in grape- 
covered hills, pouring out its busy little river 
Gfere? "Opulenta Vienna!" I should sup- 
pose that name meant something, as it has 
been given to at least one river, and two 
important towns. Perhaps it means " Come !" 
If so, the call has been obeyed — ^for in ancient 
times riches and refinement came to the banks 
of the Eh6ne ; in later, to the banks of the 
Danube. 
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In this country of the £h6ne, the rocks ^ 
are rich in castles and legends — ^the towns in 
Boman and Burgundian recollections ; Yienne 
tells us of early Christians, the first Bargun- 
dian kingdom, and the Dauphins. And here, 
too, one thinks of Jacques Molay and his com- 
panions — ^for here sat the council that con- 
demned them and their order. 

Now, these fine old names, Gaul, Burgundy, 
Dauphin^, are merged into the meaningless 
*' Isfere " and " Drome '' — ^probably more con- 
venient. 

There is much to visit, could one but stay and 
enjoy it, at Valence ; but we were obliged to 
hurry on, and had no very agreeable recollec- 
tions of this town — ^therefore we proposed rest- 
ing at Avignon ; but I believe we were wrong. 
The Eh6ne is cramped and confined at Monte- 
limart, but expands beyond it ; and one sees 
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at intervals the snowy peaks of the distant 
Alps, and sweeps down upon Viviers and Pont 
St. Esprit, and all the guide-book beauties so 
often described. One ought, in travelling for 
pleasure, to rest at Orange, rich in Roman 
remains, and more easily reached from the 
railway than from the river, as it is three miles 
inland. The exiled Popes who reigned at 
Avignon were seven in number — of whom 
three, and amongst them Gregory XL, who 
returned to Rome in 1376 — ^were men of 
Limousin, " eaters of chestnut bread I " * 

We intended to spend the 4th, Godfrey's 
birthday, at Avignon, and to rest there. I 
proposed to him and Florence a day at Yau- 
cluse ; but they would not hear of leaving me 
for so long. Here we were, then, arrived at 
Avignon. Had we come by boat, we must 

* CheBtnut food is said to make the wits duU.' 
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have waited at Lyons, where, though very , 
comfortable at the '^ ITnivers/' we did not wish 
to stay ; and should have been only at Valence 
a day later — no chance of reaching Toulouse 
for Sunday, and the £aux-Bonnes season fast 
waning. 

So we had dashed down to Avignon, 
there to rest. I regretted the Eh6ne scenery 
for Godfrey, who had never seen it ; but I be- 
lieve no one could have stayed upon deck in 
this blazing sunshine. We had written to the 
H6tel des Princes, ascertaining from " Brad- 
shaw " that our old friend, Mme. Pierron, had 
shut up the H6tel de TEurope, and retired to 
private life. It was, however, the H6tel des 
Princes that was closed, and we made our way 
to Mme. Pierron's, whose house, so well remem- 
bered and so much liked, was still open and 
prosperous. She welcomed us most cordially. 
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and we found ourselves in high favour, espe- 
cially on promising to write to " Bradshaw," 
and set the error right. More and larger 
rooms than we required were thrown open, 
and every attention lavished upon us. It 
was very hot weather, but as we were luxuri- 
ously provided with large airy rooms, well 
closed from the sunshine, and with cool, 
delicious fruits, wines and salads, figs 
of the freshest golden hue, and purple 
grapes, it did not interfere much with our 
comfort. 

The historical recollections of Avignon are, 
fortunately for our travellers in this very 
hot season, such as must occur to every one 
as he sits in his arm-chair, and smokes his 
faithless cigar. They need no researches, and 
they now require no exertion of any kind — 
for the solemn old Palace has been transformed 
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into a barracks, and only part of it can be 
visited. 

Avignon was looking just as it used to do, 
the most lazy, southerly, quieting, soothing of 
towns — -just the place where one would fancy 
a man, wearied with the feverish, insecure life of 
a Roman Pontiff, retreating. There is a feeling 
of perennial softness about Avignon, very un- 
edifying I daresay — but very welcome and 
salubrious. I am told that it is a very cold 
place sometimes ; but I have always found 
the "feeling of the south" come over me at 
Orange, and glow delightftilly at Avignon. 
How very differ^ent is the hottest day in the 
north from this bath of sunshine and soft 
air! 

I know I ought to be very full of history, 
general and ecclesiastical, at Avignon ; but I 
cannot. The luxury of living is 90 great here, » 
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that even intellectual pleasures are less needed 
than elsewhere^ 

I now, indeed, enter this place worn out 
and wear^ ; but the effect was the same when 
I was younger and brighter. A haven of re- 
pose — well deserving its name, Avenio, which 
is, I suppose, pleasant, and not Avignon ; or 
Vignoble, as some writers render it. Florence 
and Godfrey, though they would not go to 
y aucluse, and though the heat was tremendous, 
saw Avignon ; and, as everyone else has seen 
it, we need not describe it. One of our first 
inquiries on entering had been for some 
account of circumstances more touching and 
interesting than the fate of the Clements or 
their successors. 

Here, on her way home from the sunny 
nest of Hy^res, had ceased to beat a gentle 
heart ; here was the wife taken from the bus- 
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bandy the mother from the children. But 
here the weariness and the pain ceased — here 
the earthly home was exchanged for the hea- 
venly — ^the human for divine love and sym- 
pathy. 

It was the second of five successive blows 
on one devoted household — a house where 
brightly burned the altar-fires, ministered unto 
by even the youngest hands. 

Godfrey and Florence visited the hallowed 
grave. I would not do so ; but read those 
beautifiil lines that apply so well to this tale 
of bereavement — ^Keble's "Wednesday before 
Easter." 

We had decided on leaving Avignon on 
the 5th August, by the eleven o'clock train, 
and reaching Cette early in the afternoon ; 
but while my dear companions were out, tak- 
ing their evening stroll, I concocted a scheme, 
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which I modestly laid before them on their re- 
turn, of getting to Montpellier by an early 
train, spending the heat of the day there, 
and proceeding in the evening to €ette. 
This, which was perfectly feasible, struck them 
as a very luxurious arrangement. My original 
plan, indeed, had been to start at five in the 
morning, reach Cette at ten, rest till ^ve, and 
go on again to Toulouse the same night. And 
this I would advise any one else to do, for 
Cette is so unwholesome at this time of the 
year, that it is a great point to avoid sleeping 
there. It is hot and low, and the marshes thait 
extend for miles around it give birth to nume- 
rous ills ; miasma, malaria, and mosquitoes being 
their principal products. The railroad is cai'- 
ried upon quays across these marshes, for an 
immense distance, and cannot even then de- 
scend quite to the town. This last rumble is 
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performed in a diligence, which adds in. no 
small degree to the fatigue. A very ingeni- 
oas and enterprising chemist has recently 
established extensive works here, by which he 
evolves from these salt marshes every variety 
of animal, vegetable, and mineral salts. He 
will probably make a large fortune, and throw 
new light on this interesting branch of natu- 
ral philosophy and experimental chemistry. 
We were not aware of the inexpediency of 
sleeping in the midst of these salines^ and 
therefore my guardians seemed much more 
prudent than I, to divide our journey into two 
parts. And I found reason not to regret it ; 
for had we gone on the same day we should 
have missed a rencontre which gave us much 
pleasure. 

Early the next morning we were aroused 
from our slumbers by an over-zealous courier, 
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whp^ I suppose, remembering our Besan9on 
disasters, called us at four, to be ready for 
the seven o'clock train, much to Florence's 
disgust, who could not bear her malade to 
be roused up at so unnecessarily early an hour. 
However, it was no trouble to the malade her- 
self—in fact, she was rather pleased with the 
achievement; and we all started in high good- 
humour for Montpellier, where we were to 
pass the midday hours. 

We arrived at the station before the wait- 
ing-rooms were all swept out, and thus found 
ourselves in a large one already pretty well 
occupied with soldiers. They were Austrians 
— exchanged prisoners of course, and wounded 
or ill. Almost all of them were thin, worn, and 
jaded looking. We felt much pity for them ; 
one in particular appeared to be suffering much, 
and to be hardly able to travel, though it was 
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to Marseille^ en route to his own land. He looked 
up suddenly, and met our eyes ; the expres- 
sion which passed over his face, as he smiled 
sadly and bowed in acknowledgment of the 
compassion he had excited, was most beautiinl. 
I longed to go and converse with him ; but 
the uncertainty as to whether his language 
were Hungarian or German, Groat or Italian, 
prevented my doing so at the moment, and 
almost immediately after we were summoned 
away. 

We quickly arrived at Tarascon, where I 
purchased more Eussian tales, and also read 
the history of this city of the dragon, and of 
its rescue therefrom, according to ancient tra- 
dition, by St. Martha. I confess it is to me 
satisfactory that this much misinterpreted lady 
should have some good deeds ascribed to her, 
some honours paid to her — ^that there should 
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be som6 faithful admirers of Zeal^ no less than 
of Contemplation. The ceremony which was 
once cdebrated in honour of her day is now 
discontinued ; the dragon that used to figure in 
it now lies among the forgotten properties of a 
wom^ut theatre (I use the word advisedly) ; 
and travellers now seldom stop at Tarascon, 
but branch off thence, eager, on the one hand, 
to reach Marseilles, its Crau and its Etang 
de Berre, and the blue waters of its Mediterra- 
nean — or, skirting the Camargue, to visit the 
Soman relics of Nlmes, and its surrounding 
valleys, on the other. This was now our course. 
We knew well the charms of southern France 
east of Tarascon, but were now £br the first 
time to try the enchantments of its softer, 
greener western clime. 

We passed Nimes, .with ita beautiful amphi- 
theatre — ^I was glad to have even that brief 
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view of it, reminding me of many a walk in 
the Coliseum — ^Lonel, with its sunburnt vines; 
smd reached Montpellier at half-past ten, glad 
to get in and repose till the evenings sending 
our servants and luggage on. It would have 
been very pleasaut to explore Montpellier, a 
large and handsome town, but the exertion 
certainly would have been inimical to repose. 
Even the Jardin des Plantes established by 
Henri lY., with its Galactodendron, or milk 
tree^ could not tempt us out. There is, as 
usual, a library, a museum, and some manu- 
factures ; but the most interestmg sights to 
me would have been the making of verdi- 
gris out of grape juice, acting on sheets of 
copper — ^the chemical works of the Comte 
de Chaptal, and the Promenade de Peyrou, 
which, despite its stony name, must be very 
lovely. 
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Murray say Sy and I think one must agree with 
him, that the name of Montpellier, familiar to 
every one who has been to an English watering- 
place, as the type of salubrity and mildness 
of climate, will not in reality answer the 
expectations of those who anticipate either a 
soft air or a beautiful position. Indeed, it 
is difficult to understand how it came to be 
chosen by the physicians of the north as a 
retreat for consumptive patients, since nothing 
can be more trying to weak chests than iti^ 
variable climate, its blazing sunshine, alternat- 
ing with the piercingly cold blasts of the 
mistral. Though its sky be clear, its atmo- 
sphere is filled with dust, which must be hurtful 
to delicate lungs; and the glare from the chalky 
ground and white houses, unmodified by shade, 
is exceedingly painful to the eyes. I retain, 
nevertheless, a grateful recollection of the 
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H6tel Nevet, where we passed the sultry 
hours of a splendid August day, in a very 
comfortable cool room, and which we only left 
in time for the eight o'clock train. 

We passed Villeneuve, which has an old 
church dating from the eighth century, and 
Frontignac, whose delicious grapes and wine 
are well known. They say that at Cette 
there are manufactures * of every kind of 
wine, the foundations of them being a Spanish 
wine, called Benicarlo, and a poor Bordeaux. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Cette — ^Womided Officer — ^Agde — ^B^ere — ^Magnelonne — 
Panama Hats — The War — ^Narbonne — ^Narbonensifi — 
M. Philippe— Mme. Philippe- Hia Adventures — ^Her 
Adventures — Their Consolations — Madame Lawless — 
Corbi^res — ^Hits — ^Caunes Quarries — ^Last sight of M. and 
Mme. Philippe — ^Arrival at Toulouse — ^Raymond — Church 
Service — Claims of Toulouse to interest — Lnpreesions — 
The Calas Family— Obelisk— Aspectof Streets and Houses 
— The House Opposite — ^Apology for a Fiction. 

Cette, said to have been founded by Louis 
XIY.^is situated on a tongue of land running 
between the sea and the salt lake called 
Etang de Thau. The town is reached by a 
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causeway and bridge, carried across the lagune ; 
it is now only five hoars firom Toulouse, and 
three from Perpignan. When we reached the 
railway station, the next afternoon, for the five 
o'clock eicpress, we walked in vain up and down 
the platform; every place was taken, except in 
one carriage, which was reserved. Florence was 
in despair, and stood with me leaning on her 
hand, looking most entreatingly at the guard, 
who had be^i helping us in our search. He 
appealed to the one keeping watch over this 
carriage. ' 

" Mais non," replied the other ; " ce wagon 
est retenu pour un officier bless^ k qui 
mJEtuque le pied, il faudra lui demander, on 
ne peut admettre personne avant son arriv^e." 

r listened with great interest, feeling sure 
that we should, at all events, see a hero of the 
campaign in Italy, even if he should prove 
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too ill to admit us ; and we accordingly soon 
saw him approaching on his crutches. When 
he was in the carriage, the case was put to 
him, and he immediately acceded to the re- 
quest, but looked very shy when we thanked 
him. He had lost the left leg, just below the 
knee ; he was young, good-looking, and very 
active on his crutches. We thought he was 
travelling alone ; but no, a large dark-eyed 
woman followed us, and handed in a cushion 
for him, saying, as she did so, " Philippe, es- 
tu bien comme cela ? " She seated herself oppo- 
site to him, and arranged him carefully. He 
seemed to suffer much from the heat, and was 
very fidgety and restless. She altered win- 
dows, blinds, and cushions with the most un- 
varying patience and sweetness ; she seemed to 
have no thought but in him, and the marriage 
ring that adorned her large hand was evi- 
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dently to her a link for — as a symbol of— eter- 
nity. I was longing to begin talking to them, 
and to hear all about his adventures ; but he 
seemed to be in too suffering a state for 
strangers to venture so far. 

We skirted along the salt marshes^ till we 
reached Agde, near Onglous^ whence steamers 
carry on the communication between Mar- 
seilles and the Canal du Midi. The ruined 
church of Maguelonne is seen on an island 
between the lagunes and the sea. The coun- 
try here is not pretty, and is particularly 
dreary near B^ziers, where we enter the 
country of the Albigenses. Here two travellers 
came in, stupid-looking individuals — Spanish in 
colour, but with none of the regal Spanish 
air and grace. In fact, they were more like 
the degenerate races settled in South America; 
perhaps their Panama hats gave them this air. 
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These hats do oertainly most mairellouslj di- 
vest the human countenance of every atom or 
spark of intelligence. One of these poor men 
had a moving tale to tell, but he told it in a 
very uninteresting manner. He had been sum- 
moned to Italy^ during the war, to see his 
poor dying mother ; she was at Novara, and 
he had been so much delayed at Genoa, by 
the authorities, that he arrived too late. The 
officer expressed his surprise and compassion, 
and proposed to the other to smoke, saying, that 
he had ascertained that we did not object to it. 
They accordingly began to do so, but the whiffs 
came languidly, and the cigars were soon aban- 
doned for conversation — ^the topic, of course, 
being the war. The Frenchman spoke very 
modestly of his own share in it, but with loyal 
warmth of his Emperor. He seemed to forget 
his own sufferings while exulting in the safety 
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of his sovereign, and grew animated while 
describing the general feeling for him in the 
camp. 

We were now approaching Narbonne^ the 
capital of the Roman province, Narbonensis, 
which extended from the Bhone to the Pyre- 
nees. Yet no buildings of that date are now 
to be seen here ; the chief traces of its former 
splendour are fragments built into the town 
walls, and some tombs of the third and fourth 
centuries. There is, however, one large tower, 
which is supposed to date from the period of the 
£oman Empire. Whatever it contained, the 
train did not stop long enough for us to do 
more than refresh the body, at a buffet, which 
all except myself turned out to visit. Even our 
invalid companion, though he bad regretted, 
when told how long we should stay, that he had 
dined at Cette, moved out with the rest, and I 
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occupied my solitary half-hour with thinking 
of him and discussing, or trying to discuss, a 
peachy magnificent in appearance^ but hard 
enough to have been built into the walls with 
the Roman fragments. Whether our dear officer 
had dined or not, he seemed much refreshed 
by his visit to the buffet of Narbonne. The 
light was quickly failing too; the commu- 
nicative hours of sunset and twilight were 
drawing near ; and it became evident that he 
would not be averse to a little conversation 
with us, now that the other travellers had 
left us. Madame Philippe, indeed, almost in- 
vited it, by counting aloud on her fingers the 
number of days they had been travelling, 
which quite authorized my hazarding the 
question, "Madame a fait un trfes long 
voyage ? " to which the reply was, " Yes, from 
Brescia." 
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The conversation now flowed rapidly. He 
had been wounded at Solferino, he said ; early 
in the day a shot shattered his left leg — ^the 
ambulance immediately picked him up, and 
conveyed him to the rear^ where the leg was 
amputatedundertheinfluenceof chloroform. He 
did not feel the blow that brought him to the 
ground. While he was speaking, the counte- 
nance of Mme. Philippe was worth observing. 
Of course she knew all these details by heart ; 
but her pride, her pity, her glory, and her 
horror played as vividly on her face as if she 
heard them for the first time. He alluded to 
her coming to him — ^but that was too much for 
them both ; she, however, quickly recovered 
herself, and told me eagerly of his having 
written to her at first, without saying how se- 
vere his wound was — the second time only 
confessing the truth. Poor thing ! she was at 
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Toulouse, and set off immediately, travelling 
night and day to join him. 

" What a journey for you ! " I exclaimed. 

"Ah, oui, madame," replied she; "mais 
j'ayais encore de quoi remercier Dieu; mon 
malheur aurait pu Stre bien plus grand en- 
core." 

" Oui, oui," rejoined he ; " beaucoup sont 
rest^ sur place ! " 

We were all silent for a minute or two be- 
fore I replied, that the accounts of the carnage 
had been dreadful. " They could not have 
been exaggerated," said the officer; " when the 
Emperor visited the field next day, he was 
struck with horror — ^it was strewn with 
dead!" 

His way of speaking of the whole affair in- 
terested me very much, he was so calm, so 
modest, in speaking of himself, so warm when 
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he mentioned others. And his wife, her eyes 
constantly fixed upon him, seemed to be quite 
wrapped up in him. "Tou know," said she, 
turning to me, "this will not hurt his health — 
he might have broken a leg and been still in 
bed, or with his health permanently injured ; 
whereas now" — ^her great dark eyes were 
foil of tears. "Whereas now" said he, 
cheerfully, " I shall get very fat, they promise 
me." 

" Well," said I, " that seems a long way off 
at present ; and I think your cheerful disposi- 
tion, and the wonderful activity you already 
show in using your crutches, are more satis- 
factory consolations in your great misfor- 
tune," 

We then talked about Brescia, and how he 
had performed the journey, until the noise of 
the tram over a very bad bit of road preclud- 

g2 
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ed farther conversation. We tried to look 
out, but darkness had rapidly gathered over 
the scene, and I believe there was not much, 
to see. The lake, drained hj Madame Lawless, 
an Irish lady, the low chains of the Corbi^res 
hills, and the quarries of marble at Cannes, 
being the principal objects between Narbonne 
and Carcassonne. The latter is well worth 
a visit; but we rushed on in the dark- 
ness by Castelnaudary and Villefranche, on 
our way to Toulouse. Thinking that we 
were asleep, poor Madame Philippe allowed 
herself a nearer approach to, and a whis- 
pered conversation with, the idol of her 
admiration — ^who, I must say, took it all 
with a pretty, conscious, spoilt- child man- 
ner, very amusing to witness. I saw her 
at last, poor thing, go down on her knees 
beside him, and, after making-believe to ar- 
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range , his pillows, cover his hand with 
kisses. 

Of course I looked out into the darkness 
with closed eyes, for fear they should suspect 
that I had perceived this tenderness. It was 
a refreshing contrast to the last bit of domes- 
tic life that had invaded our railway carriage, 
and a very pretty termination to our railway- 
travelling ; for we were now arriving at Tou- 
louse, where we were to rest for some days, 
and where our fellow-travellers would find 
their home after a five days' journey. 

Seeing, some time afterwards, in the Consti- 
tutionnely that, at Biarritz, the Emperor had 
noticed and rewarded a young officer of Sol- 
ferino who had lost his leg, I hoped it was 
my friend, though I think he must have been 
younger than our fellow-traveller. 

We drove to the H6tel de I'Europe, to which 
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we had written for rooms, and tried to get 
places in the diligence for Monday^ having 
used up this week to the very latest of 
its canonical hours, by not reaching the 
hdtel till eleven o'clock. Our servants had 
preceded us, so that there was no further un- 
packing to be done — all was deliciously com- 
fortable, and we were soon refreshed by some 
very bad tea and uneatable bread, a prelude 
to soft repose. 

We found to our disgust, next morning, 
that although it was so late in the season, we 
had no chance of getting a coup^ till Tuesday, 
and then not in the '^ Messageries Imparl- 
ales,'' but the "Entreprise des Pyrenees," 
which promised to land us at Eaux-Bonnes 
in twenty-four hours. In the meantime we 
were to give ourselves up to the enjoy- 
ments and repose afforded by the city of floral 
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games and religions wars, the scene of the 
Galas tragedy^ and of Wellington's last yictory 
in 1814. I had always wished to see Ton- 
louse ever since my yonthful imagination was 
kindled for the Baimondo of Tasso : — 

** Paanti i oaTalieri, in mostara yiene 

La gente a pledi, ed k Baimondo avanti, 
Reggia Toloea, e scdfle infra Firene 

E £ra Garonna e TOoean suoi fftnti. 
Son qnattromila e ben annati e bene 

Istratti, tud al diaagio, e toUeranti, 
Buona ^ la gente, e non pub da piii dotta 

O da piii forte goia easer oondotta." 

At Tonlouse, the stronghold of the earliest 
French reformers, we had expected to find an 
English service ; however, we were doomed to 
be disappointed, and Godfrey and Florence were 
obliged to content themselves with the "Culte 
du Temple," which is a little arid to Anglican 
minds. Tonlonse stands in the midst of the 
great plam of Gascony and Langnedoc, which 
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begins at the very foot of the Pyrenees ; and 
whether as the capital of the kingdom of the 
Visigoths ; as the favourite haunt of the " Gai 
S^avoir;" as sacred to Clemence Isaure 
and her still surviving Jeux Floraux; as 
the scene of the struggle of the Albigeois ; 
as the seat of the Parliament of Toulouse ; as 
the country of the gallant Raymonds ; or as 
the battle-field of the last efforts of 1814, 
Toulouse is a place of interest. 

But I was disappointed with its exterior, as 
we drove through it. The Place du Capitole 
is handsome ; and the old church of St. Ser- 
vain, the Cathedral, and the Salle de Consis- 
toire, are interesting. The churches of St. 
Taur, La Daurade, and the Cordeliers are 
worth visiting, and Florence and Godfrey 
spent their time in exploring them. 

Our h6tel in the Place de La Fayette looked 
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on one side into a small street. I could not 
but fancy that some of the houses in it might 
formerly have been the scenes of tragedies 
like that of the unfortunate Galas — the 
only pleasant recollection connected with 
which is the star placed upon Voltaire's cor- 
rugated forehead by his defence of this doomed 
family. 

The same name is giren to the avenue lead- 
ing to the Obelisk erected by the city, " Aux 
Braves, mortspourla patrie,le lOAvril 1814.'' 
It stands on part of the position occupied 
by Soult in that unnecessary battle, and af- 
fords the best point of view for surveying, not 
only the field, but the distant Pyrenees. 

Unfortunately I could not see the Pyrenees 
from my window; but. I did enjoy observing the 
habits and manners of the inhabitants, the va- 
riety of rank m the diviner sex being marked by 
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the head-gear^ which varied from the dark cot- 
ton handkerchief to the neat white cap or veil^ 
or the gorgeous head-dress for the , Sunday 
evening walk. I saw into a good many little 
households^ and in the quiet of these old streets 
heard conversations as easily as at Besan^on 
or Breslau. In the latter place every child was 
making-believe to buy and sell, the true spirit 
of the age and place. At Besan^on the chil- 
dren still revelled in toys and bon-bons — they 
were still children; at Toulouse they were 
all miniature nurses and flirts. One little 
house opposite to us especially attracted my 
attention ; it was a little white house, with 
green shutters, and I fancied it must contain 
inhabitants whose history I should like to 
know. Why I thought so, and what were the 
materials collected by my enquiries, shall be 
told in the following story, in which I have en- 



WHY FICTION IS INTRODUCBD. 91 

twined them. Jt is, as I most confess, the 
only case in which fiction has been allowed a 
place in this work. And a fiction founded 
upon slender facts it is ; yet I think it is not 
by any means to be regarded as improperly in- 
troduced here, since I allowed myself to record 
my thoughts as well as my progress during this 
journey. I find that I have unconsciously 
moulded the character of Y^rine upon that of 
a young and dear member of the group ever 
present to my mind ; and though Sacontala is 
less an author than an artist, she may re- 
cognize herself in it, but I feel sure of her 
forgiveness. 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE LITTLE HOUSE WITH GREEN SHUTTERS. 

It was on the very first night of our arrival at 
Toulouse, when all was still, and the hot night 
lay brooding and panting over the weary 
town, that I caught the low, distressful sound 
of the very weakest cough I ever heard. 
There was something so exceedingly piteous 
and touching in it, and it was followed by so 
painful a moan, that I could not rest without 
trying to discover whence it came ; and ac- 
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cordinglj rose and went to the window to 
listen. I had to do thb several times before I 
was quite sure that it proceeded from the up- 
per room of a house nearly opposite — a white 
house, lower and poorer-looking than its 
neighbours, and decorated with green painted 
shutters to its irregularly placed windows. 
The next day I saw no one enter the house 
or emerge from it, except the proprietors of 
the small shop below, an oldish man and his 
oldish sister, for such was then* relationship, 
as I afterwards learnt; for having heard 
during several successive nights the same 
distressful sounds, I was interested in the 
house, and obtained all the information I 
could about it and its inhabitants. It was 
not much, and the story is, after all, one of 
very frequent occurrence ; but, as it interested 
me, it may interest others also. 
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^^ It's all nonsense ! it's all nonsense!" said 
an old woman; ''what has been will be, 
and what wiU be has been. Gro, call your 
father home to dinner, Victor, and don't be- 
lieve in eclipses of the sun. Do you hear, boy ? 
— ^go directly ! " 

"Yes, grandma. Through the wood?" asked 
the boy, hesitatingly. 

"Why not, Victor? — ^why not, my boy? 
Are you a Frendiman, and afraid ? " 

" No, grandma," said the boy, reddening. 
" Bom for victory, and named for it, too, I 
will never disgrace my calling. Good-bye, 
grandma." 

" But it is awfully dark ! " thought he, as 

^ he moved away ; '' and the neighbours are all 

out on the low hill, I see; so, if the bears think 

it's night, I shall get no help. But courage, 

Victor!" 
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" Victor ! Victor 1 " cried a little girl, run- 
ning after him, ''where are you going so 
fast?'' 

*' To call father to dinner — ^grandma told 
me to go, V^rine." 

^'^But it's getting so dark — ^the moon is 
going over the sun, and it will be late before 
70U get to the middle of the wood ; you will 
lose your way, ^ctor I " 

" Oh no, V&ine, I shall not — there is time 
yet ; let me go now, though the birds are go- 
ing to roost." 

'' Oh, Victor, and the bears will think it is 
night too! Do not go — I am sure I shall 
never see you again ! " 

" There, there, my little V^rine, do not cry. 
Grandma knows best, you know. I shall 
be back before you can hide your red eyes. 
Give me one kiss, and good-bye." 
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" May I not come with you ? " 

" No, no ! grandma would not like it. By 
what chance have you nothing to do, 
V^rine?'' 

"I have," she said, looking down, and 
colouring till her cheeks rivalled her capulet ; 
^^ I have to pick the salad, and wash it for 
father's dinner; only I heard you going, and I 
wanted to know all about it." 

V^rine was hardly persuaded out of her 
fears, but she said that the danger, if there 
were any, was increasing every moment. 

Victor, however, asked V^rine who had ex- 
plamed to her what was going to happen. 
" Not grandma, 1 suppose ? " 

" Oh, no ! she would not believe anything 
about it ; old Antoine told us both yesterday, 
and said he was sure father and you knew all 
about it, but that a great many people did 
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not, and were always frightened. Oh, do tell 
me, Victor ! " 

"Nonsense! there is no danger!" cried 
Victor, running off hastily ; but, however bold 
he might seem to his sister, and constant ad- 
mirer, Vwine, his own secret soul was by no 
means in perfect tranquillity. Besides the con- 
tingent danger of the bears, and of losing his 
way, he was not free from something like fear 
on observing the gathering darkness. He did 
not know " all about" an eclipse, as his sister 
and Antoine had supposed he did; and the 
few words she had said perplexed him. He 
had heard this expected eclipse talked of by 
his neighbours, and ridiculed by his grand- 
mother ; but he was too volatile and careless 
to have interested himself much in the mat- 
ter. 

His little sister was more in possession of 
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the real facts and real dangers; and these 
last passed so vividly before her mind, that the 
salad, when plucked, was washed with tears, 
long before it was washed in the stream ; and 
she could not endure the suspense of waiting 
in the gathering darkness to see if he re- 
turned. She asked her grandmother to let 
her go to the hill-top, where every one was 
looking out for the eclipse. 

" Oh, nonsense ! nonsense ! " was the re- 
ply ; " yes, you may go — but what has been 
will be, and what will be has been. Mind 
you come back in ten minutes, for your father 
and Victor will be here — and hungry, too. 
Light me a candle, child. Are my eyes dim — 
or is it really dark ? " 

'•'It's really dark, grandma — it's the 
eclipse ! " • 

" Oh, nonsense ! nonsense ! — what has 
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been will be^ and what will be has been. 
There, there, run off, and be quickly back 
again ! " 

Verine had not the slightest intention of 
disobeying — she wanted to hear some one 
speak who could tell her the probable dura- 
tion of the darkness, and the amount of dan- 
ger to her beloved brother ; and so took the 
road towards the hill, and not that towards 
the wood. 

On her way she met old Antoine. 

" Going to see the eclipse ? And where's 
Victor — why all alone ? And why going out 
to see what can be seen just as well at home ? " 
asked he, cheerily. 

His little friend told him all her trouble. 

** Gone to the wood ! " said he ; " gone to 
the wood ! — ^ah, that is a pity ! Tour father 
was safe enough in the quarry, and could 
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have dined in the surveyor's cottage there. 
Victor should not have gone through the wooH 
to-day — he may lose his way ! " 

" Oh ! the bears, Antoine ! " 

Antoine shook his head. 

^^The bears may be surprised at the darkness, 
but they are neither hungry nor cold, and 
will not break through their usual habits for a 
few minutes' darkness; but I really think he 
may lose his way. Had he a lantern ? " 

"No ! " cried V^rine ; and, a sudden thought 
strikitig her, she darted rapidly down the hill, 
Antoine calling to her in vain to say that he 
would eollect the neighbours, and that he would 
soon follow. She reached the cottage^ unhooked 
the lantern, and lit it ; and then, armed with 
this »gis, she hurried away down the road to 
the wood, and was soon climbing the steep 
ascent, in the hollow of the mountain, already 
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rough with stamps of trees, and darker than 
the darkening scene aroand. 

She felt, indeed, that her brother might 
have lost his way ; there was no perceptible 
path — stamps, bearing the whimsical forms of 
men and beasts, startled her on every side, and 
clustering branches obscured the view. Un-* 
even, rocky footing made her stumble, though 
she knew the road well by day. Its length 
seemed endless, its darkness impenetrable. 
Her lantern lit biit a very, very few metres in 
front of her. She pressed on, on, calling, 
"Victor! Victor!"— and feeling that it was 
well she had come, to see what had happened 
to him. With difficulty, and yet not very slowly, 
so anxious and eager was she, did she reach 
the quarry at length. The men were, she 
supposed, collected at the inspector's house ; 
and she went there, selecting the hut superior 
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in appearance to the rest. She knocked alf 
the door. It was locked — there was no one 
there; and, feeling extremely desolate, she 
sat down and cried bitterly. But not long 
— ^for V6rine*s was not a spirit easily inclined 
to despair ; and though she had never in her 
life before ventured beyond the quarry, she did 
not now hesitate to penetrate farther into the 
still thicker recesses of the great wood that 
extended far up this side of the mountain, in a 
sort of groove or gorge, in an enormous 
combe. 

" For," said she to herself, " the darkness 
cannot last very long — we shall then have some 
hours more daylight; and though I do not know 
the way, it will comfort Victor if I am with 
him — and Antoine will certainly send some of 
the neighbours to look for us." 

So the brave-hearted child crossed herself, 
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knelt down, and prayed the prayer of aU Chris- 
tians, " Our Father ! " 

V^rine was not alarmed about her father, 
for she imagined that he, and the rest of the 
workmen, had gone round to the Colline du 
Pr4, as the hill was called, upon which the 
neighbours were assembled* 

She was quite right — ^he had done so, and 
it was not necessary to pass the cottage, or to 
go through the wood by the path she had 
followed, in order to gain the Pic du Milan ; 
in fact, the other road was rather shorter and 
clearer, and if Yerine had not thought of 
the lantern, she might have gone that way. 

Old Antoine reached the Colline du Pr^. 
It was a little low hill, so called, in an open 
space between two hills — ^the Pic du Milan 
(at the base of which were the quarry and 
the wood) and the Montague Bois^e ; so that it 
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was the best place in the neighboarhood for 
seeing anjrthing in the heavens, unless one 
wished to be quite on a Pyrenean peak. 

Antoine hastened, knowing that he 
should find plenty of assistance. His tale was 
rapidly told, and seven or eight men eagerly 
volunteered to help the unhappy father, who 
was in the crowd, in the search for his child. 
Among them was a young stranger, who was 
drinking the waters for his health ; for this 
little village, though not one of the most re- 
nowned of the PyreneaH hot springs, had its 
season and its concourse too. This young 
fellow, who called himself Robert Martinet, 
was very much interested in the search. He 
could not do so much as the mountaineers, 
but he did what he could, and cordially joined 
in the blame passed upon the wretched ignor- 
ance of the old woman who had sent Victor 
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on SO dangerous an errand. Thej went armed 
with all that was necessary, m case the boj 
might have fallen into some crevice of the rocks. 
They reached the quarry ; there was no trace 
of Victor ; they did not seek for V^rine, not 
knowing that she was absent from the cot- 
tage. The father was distracted with fears, 
and every one had a doleful presage to re- 
count. 

" How the owls hooted over his cottage all 
last week ! " said one. 

" Tes, and so they did in the spring, when 
his wife was ill — and she died, you know." 

" Poor Jacques ! '' said another ; " he has 
had trouble enough of late," 

The darkness was clearing away, and the 
question arose, whether they should go far- 
ther on, or higher up the mountains. 

"Higher," said some. "Farther,*' said 
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Others. " Both," said Robert ; " let the four 
best climbers go up, and let the four others go 
on. We will shout from time to time, and let 
you know how we get on." 

" Where shall you be, then ? " said one. 

" I will stay with Antoine, and watch and 
search round here — he cannot, I think, have 
gone very far." 

The climbers dashed on — the walkers 
marched — Antoine and Robert remained alone 
in the darkening evening,. searching with eye 
and pole every possible place where the boy 
might be. " For," said Antoine, " he may 
have fallen or lain down to sleep, overcome 
with fatigue, or with fear of the darkness, or 
may have tried to find his way, till he is quite 
tired out and stupid. What are you doing 
there?" 

"Hold! "said Robert, "feel gently down 
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this deep crevice .with your pole — is it not a 
body?" 

" It is ! " said Antoine ; and Robert disap- 
peared down the side, a coil of rope on his 
arm. 

" Oh, heaven ! " he exclaimed, " it's not 
thfe boy, I do believe ! " 

" Bring it up, whatever it is ; stay, is it a 
bear cub ? " 

" No, no," said Robert ; " call the others — 
I can hardly keep my footing; he is quite 
stiff, and I can't push him up ! Sound the 
horn ! " 

It was well they had one ; for Antoine was 
old, and it was all he could do to keep up the 
weight of the body, by holding fast the end 
of the rope. Robert supported himself by cling- 
ing to the bushes — ^he could do no more ; and, 
in fastening the rope round the body, he had 
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not only half dislodged it, but had nearly 
missed his own footing. 

The horn was heard, and as quickly as pos- 
sible did the four men return ; but with all 
their speed Robert was as helpless when they 
reached him as the child he was come to save. 
Another moment, and he must have let go his 
hold — ^his arms and hands were numb with 
the tension, and his consciousness was so com- 
pletely gone, that it was but mechanically that 
he still clung to the box plants. He and the 
child were both drawn up, and the men crowd- 
ed round the father of Victor, in deep sym- 
pathy. Antoine, the nearest to him, was the 
first to exclaim :— 

"It's not Victor 1"— and he fell on the 
ground in a swoon. But the father looked on 
the pale face, and, lifting off his cap, said re- 
verently, — 
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^* It is not Victor, but it is Vdrine — and 
alive, thank God ! " 

Then the sorrow for poor Victor broke out 
afresh ; it had been cahned but for a moment 
by admbation for his devoted little sister, who 
had thus evidently been the first to seek 
him ; her lantern still in her poor stiff hand, 
as if she had been resolved to shew him her 
little light while she jet breathed. Two of 
the men undertook to carry- her, and lead poor 
old Antoine back ; and to return with fresh 
supplies of food, &c., to their companions, 
who determined to seek the boy all night. 

Kight and day, night and day, but all to 
no purpose ! Victor was not to be found, and 
the bitter grief and disappointment chilled his 
father's heart with a death pang. When quite 
sure his boy was lost, he wandered out to the 
little church-yard ; and one who was hanging 
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garlands there, heard him .speak to his poor dead 
wife, calling upon her to forgive him for 
having lost the child she had left to his care. 
He told her, too, that their little Verine was 
very ill. And then, laying his hat down on 
her grave, he bade her " good night ! " and 
fell asleep. The witness of his sorrow knew 
that he had not slept till now, and forbore to 
awake him. He never awoke again ! 

The old womanj thus doubly bereaved, made 
her story known at all the h&tels, and a good 
purse was quickly made up — ^for the visitors 

were liberal ; and one lady, Comtesse M 

P gave her one hundred roubles. This was 

a great tjonsolation to the poor old woman, 
but to little Verine it was none; she took no- 
tice of nothing and of no one for many, many 
weeks. Quite stunned by the double sorrow, 
she neither spoke nor smiled, and many people 
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said she would never get over it. Nor did she 
until long after all the visitors — Robert 
amongst them — were gone from B6ta, and the 
snows had covered, not only the Picdu Milan, 
but the Col del Toro, and the Colline du Pr^ 
also. It was the severe illness of the poor old 
dame that at last roused the little mourner. 

Gentle she had ever been, but now she was 
even more so — active, intelligent, and practical. 
The old lady recovered under her care; and, had 
she been as prudent as V^rine, their little hoard 
would have supported them for some time. But 
one day, V6rine being out, and the old dame 
alone, a new neighbour called to see her, and 
found her counting over her store. He suggest- 
ed that she had better entrust it to his care, 
and he would pay her interest upon it. 

The old woman thanked him, and said she 
would consult Antoine. 
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" No, no," said the other, " consult no one 
— ^why should you ? Are you not as clever 
as Antome? — and as well able to decide 
for yourself? I onlj thought to benefit alone 
woman by making her the first offer; but 
never mind, I will give some one else the op- 
portunity. Farewell ! *' 

The foolish old woman, ashamed of her wise 
caution, and anxious to secure the advantage, 
whatever it might be, placed her treasure, five 
hundred francs, in his hands. She had still 
one hundred left, and had the good sense to 
demand a written acceptance, which was given 
to her. 

When V^rine came home she had news to 
tell, and great news. Her cousin, Jeannette, 
chambermaid at one of the h6tels, had taken 
service with a rich French lady, and was going 
to live near Tarbes. This was great news to 
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V^rine, to whom Tarbes seemed to be almost 
as far off as Paris ; and great news to the old 
woman, too, for she saw in it the commence- 
ment of brilliant fortunes for Jeannette, and 
hoped her V^rine would have the same happy 
fate when she should be old enough. Y^rine 
did not say so, but she felt that she might do 
better still. She was very intelligent, and 
had always loved learning. Her dream was to 
keep a school, till she should be rich enough 
to offer a large reward to any one who should 
restore to her her long lost Victor; for she 
could not believe him to be dead. 

When V^rine was observed to have under- 
stood anything a little beyond her years, and 
was asked how she had learnt it, she generally 
repKed : — 

" Antoine, and the Priest, and the school- 
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master were talking about it, and I listened, 
and liked it." 

They were all three very fond of her ; and 
she built her hopes, both of becoming clever 
enough to keep a school, and of finding 
Victor, upon their superior knowledge and 
great kindness. 

These thoughts were busy in VMne's mind 
now, when, on her return from school, and 
after hearing of Jeannette's good fortune, 
the old lady cheerfully informed her that 
she had entrusted all her money to this 
man. 

" Which of the neighbours was it ? " asked 
V^rine, anxiously. 

"Jean Larune. I did not remember his 
name, however, till I saw it vmtten down here 
— I thought it was Pierre Puyo." 

" Pierre Puyo ! I daresay it was. Oh, 
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grandmother^ and he signs the name of Jean 
Larune ! Let me go and show this to An- 
toine directly." 

There was no doubt about it : Jean Larune, 
an honest, worthy fellow, had nothing to do 
with the affair ; and the rogue had put down 
his name, only to be free himself from all re- 
sponsibility, trusting that the old woman 
would put by the paper without reading it. 
Was it a proof of the innocency of the place, 
that so weak a subterfuge should have been 
attempted ? 

Antoine proposed to go after him directly. 
"Oh, but," said he, "Pierre Puyo told me 
on Sunday that he should go off to work at 
Bagnferes this week — they are building there ; 
perhaps he is already gone ! " 

Again Antoine's story was soon told — again 
he found friends to aid in the search; for 

i2 
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though he of course intended to see Pierre 
Puyo quietly first, and not to brand him unne- 
cessarily as a thief, he could not find him, and 
was obliged to make enquiries. Every one 
knew that Puyo was a carpenter, recently come 
into the village; every one knew, also, 
that he had spoken of going to Bagneres 
for work, as soon as the new buildings 
there should be forward enough to need 
his trade. It was troublesome and expen- 
sive to Antoine to leave his little village and 
go to Bagnferes ; but he would do anything 
for the child's sake, he said, and so started off 
— despite the suggestions of others, and of 
the child herself, that he should first acquaint 
the local authorities with the transaction^ and 
get them to seek and secure the delinquent, 
without going himself. 

But Antoine thought this would be harsh. 
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" Nay," said the fine old feUow, " if he 
hear me, I have gained my brother. I should 
not feel easy to denounce him untried. I 
should not like it myself." 

" At least,'' said V^rine and her grand- 
mother, ^'take some money with you^ 
Antoine." 

And he consented, in case he had to go 
farther. He might have gone much farther, 
for no such person was to be heard of; nor 
was Pierre Puyo heard of again for very long 
in the villages of the Pyrenees. He knew too 
well to return to the place where he had robbed 
the widow and the orphan of the provision 
made for them in their distress. 

They must now, therefore, wyrk in real ear- 
nest. V^rine must quit school, go to service, 
and, while looking out for a place, work hard 
by the day. They struggled on for some 
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time thus, V^rine going out by the day, un- 
til one summer she fortunately became maid 
to an elderly Spanish lady, Mme, de Goxares. 
She quickly fell into her ways, improving 
very much in her appearance and manners by 
being always with her superiors. Vdrine was 
very clever, and, withal, artless and gentle in 
manner. Her mistress grew very fond of her, 
and drew from her much of her little history. 
One evening, when she was very ill and restless, 
she asked VgSrine to read to her a charming 
simple little story. In the dialogue Verine 
read with so much play of voice and expres- 
sion, that the lady gave her a comedy to read; 
and by degrees would have Verine only to 
read to her whatever she wished to know in 
French. Verine had never learned Spanish. 
She said, one day, that she wished she knew 
it, for then she could read the books of de- 
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votion to her good mistress. She was not 
long in accomplishing her wishes. The patois 
of her village is not unlike Spanish. One 
evening she surprised her mistress by taking 
up a Spanish book and reading it aloud. This 
was, however, three summers after Victor had 
disappeared, and Yerine was now quite thir- 
teen — and even looked older, being very tall, 
slight, and rather grave-looking. 

She had been nearly two years with her 
mistress, when her cousin, who had gone 
off to Tarbes, sent a long letter to the 
grandmother, telling her that she had 
heard of the shameful imposition practised 
upon her, and felt sure that she could 
not support herself upon the product of 
her spinning; "but," added she, "I have 
thought of a plan for you. My mistress's 
husband has received an excellent appoint- 
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ment in Algeria. He has sold his house 
here to a gentleman who has a large 
manufactory, in Toulouse, and a great many 
houses, which he lets, and he wants sqpie 
one to take care of them when they 
are unoccupied. And I thought if you 
could make up your mind to come and 
live at Tarbes, he would pay the expenses 
of your journey, and you would have a 
roof over your heads, and enough to live 
upon. 

It was very kind, but still neither Verine 
nor her grandmother quite liked it. The old 
lady felt too old to leave her home, and Verine 
— whom she sent for — did not like to 
part with either her or her mistress. 
When she left her grandmother to think 
it over, and returned to her Spanish lady, 
she found her in a state of great agi- 
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tation. The post had brought her news of 
her only son being ill in Paris, and begging 
his mother to come to him. Y^rine's 
heart was sadly torn in two; she longed 
to devote herself to her mistress. Bat 
then her poor old grandmother? Well, 
but hers grandmother was now provided 
for. Still she felt that, even had it not 
been so, she would rather have thrown her- 
self at the feet of the lady, who was to her a 
very Saint Marvel of goodness and intel- 
ligence, than have given her up for the grasp- 
ing and fiivolous old woman, who was, after 
all, so dear to her heart, and had always been 
so kind to her. She almost wished she had 
no grandmother I — or that the old lady had 
been safe at Tarbes, for she felt that she could 
not now make up her mind disinterestedly, and 
hoped her grandmother would decide without 
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her. She was to ask leave to come to tea 
the next night, and stay to write the refusal 
or acceptance. She knew the old woman would 
make a little fete of the circumstance. And 
now she felt that they should no longer be 
one with each other ; she had private thoughts 
and interests, and in her secret soul she now 
wished her grandmother to go, as much as she 
had before wished her to stay. 

Have we never had similar struggles ? Or 
was this little Pyrenean girl alone in the 
self-horror with which she regarded these 
movements of her soul? While these 
thoughts rushed through her young mind, 
her benefactress had surmounted her first 
burst of sorrow, and had arisen up, firm 
and strong in the resolution to bear all. 
The lady aroused herself, went into her 
little oratory, and thence emerging, began, 
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with a quiet face, though with tremb- 
ling hands, to prepare for disposal 
all the property she intended to leave. 
Verine flew to assist her. She uttered no word 
of lamentation — she asked no questions ; but, 
as she packed, the tears ran down her cheeks, 
and fell upon the nice white linen ; and she pro- 
mised herself, "Ah, well, I will wash it all out at 
the first hotel.'' Then she remembered that 
she was not sure of going, or of ever doing 
anything more for her dear mistress — and 
the tears fell faster still. 

" Verine," said her mistress, " go and take a 
place in the coup6 for the five o'clock dili- 
gence — ^there are no more for to-night, I 
think." 

" No, madame," said Verine ; and she has- 
tened away. The cottage was close by, but 
she would not go in without asking leave. 
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When she took her mistress's dinner iip- 
stairsy she asked if she might go to speak 
to her grandmother^ who wanted to consult 
her. 

Her mistress gave her leave to do so, and 
sat still in her place, making no attempt to 
«at her dinner. Verine paused, removed the 
tray, and, taking out a little soup, carried it 
to the poor lady, saying, very gently and 
kindly — 

" Dear madame, you will travel faster, and 
be of more use to the poor monsieur, if you eat 
a little." 

There were tears in V^rine's bright spark- 
ling eyes when her mistress looked up, thank- 
ed her, and took the soup. Then Verine cut 
a very little piece of chicken, and some tiny 
slices of ham, and laid some of the fresh salad 
over it ; and this, too, was eaten. And then 
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she took her a bottle of good Bordeaux, and 
poured some of it out, mstead of the vin or- 
dinaire \ and when that also was taken, she 
cleared all away, and prevailed on the dear 
lady to lie down and try to rest. 

Her mistress drew down the sweet little 
sunhumt face, and kissed it affectionately. 
Yerine's courage gave way, and she ran out 
of the room sobbing bitterly. She did not 
go to her grandmother's directly, feeling that 
it would be better that they should both be 
calmer, in order to decide aright. How much 
more she cared now than she had done in the 
morning about the decision to which she 
should come! Afraid of herself, the little 
girl went to the cross-road leading to 
the Pic du Milan, where there was a 
'^ station," a cross and shrine, and, kneeling 
before it, prayed fervently for direction. Let 
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those who feel that their God is as near them 
everywhere, as He is to some before a cross 
and shrine, go and do likewise in every 
trouble and perplexity. 

The little believer arose refreshed and 
strengthened. She went cheerfully to her 
grandmother's cottage, and found the old lady 
surrounded by a host of neighbours, and so 
excited by the brilliant pictures they drew of 
the good fortune awaiting her, that she had 
left off saying, " What has been will be, and 
what will be has been ! '' — and really believed 
that a new era of things was come upon the 
earth. With bright eyes and beaming coun- 
tenance she was turning first to the one and 
then to the other, taking in all good auguries, 
till some one asked her whether Y^rine should 
go also? y^rine was now among them, and 
listened eagerly for her grandmothetfs reply. 
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At first the old lady seemed to be quite as- 
tounded at the idea that Verine could stay 
behind ; and Verine felt her cheeks glow. But 
Antoine was going to speak, and she hung 
upon his words. He said that Verine should 
not go ; that to take her from so good a place, 
and shut her upin atown, would be foolish; that 
she was earning more with her mistress than she 
could do by living at home; and that, if she went 
into service at Tarbes, she would see but little 
of her grandmother, and perhaps be much less 
advantageously placed there than she now 
was ; " for," said he, " I consider Madame 
is almost a mother to her. '^And be- 
sides," added he, " your wages for keeping the 
house will feed you, and give you something 
over, it is true, but not more than you ought 
to put by, so as to have a nice little sum to 
come back with." 
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This decided the old lady completely. Deaf 
to everything which Valine thought it right 
to urge on the other side^ she only allowed 
her to speak in order to smother all her argu- 
ments. V^rine then oflFered to write the letter, 
but a neighbour had already done it before 
she came in, the old lady was so much afraid 
of its not being in time for the mid-day post 
next day. 

Then Verine told her tale, and said that if 
her grandmother pleased she should offer to 
go with the lady, and, if refused, could then 
get a place at Tarbes, perhaps. 

The little cottage was to be left in Antoine's 
care, to let it, live in it, or shut it up, as he 
liked, till quarter-day, when it was to be given 
up. Verine counted out the rent from her 
little purse, and then ran back to her mistress. 
The lady was not asleep — she was looking 
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at the glorious sunset^ and the mountains, 
and she called V^rine to admire them with 
her. 

Then Y^rine pressed her hand, and asked 
her if she might go with her in the morn- 
ing? 

The lady said that she had not intended to 
take her, fearing it would break her grand- 
mother's heart; but that it would be very 
pleasant to herself to have her little Y^rine. 
Still she paused. "A long journey — a life in 
Paris — would all that be good for Y^rine ? " 

Ydrine told her of her grandmother's change 
of plans; and urged, most affectionately, 
how much she longed to go with her kind 
mistress. 

And so at last it was decided. At five 
o'clock the next morning, Y^rine and her mis- 
tress left their abode at B6ta, and mounted 

YOL. II. K 



130 THE TELEGRAM. 

the diligence. When they reached the first 
large town where there was a Telegraph- 
office, Madame sent to enquire if any tele- 
gram had come for her. 

Ttere was one just arrived. Poor thing I 
she tamed as pale as death when she saw it, 
and could scarcely open it. But when she 
read it, she grew paler still ! — Her son was no 
more! 

V^rine, who just then came to the door to 
see if she wanted anything, ran to get a glass 
of water. But the poor lady was quite insensi- 
ble. They lifted her out of the coup6, car- 
ried her into the hotel, and summoned the 
doctor. All in vain ! The conductor of the 
diligence very kindly waited for some time ; 
but the doctor gave it as his opinion that she 
would not be able to stir for several days, and 
must be left at the hotel. 
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y^rine chose a quiet room, and put her 
mistress to bed. The doctor gave her direc- 
tions what to do. She had the luggage 
brought in, and made the room comfortable, 
and then sat by the poor lady, renewing the 
application of restoratives fipom time to 
time. 

But she remained in the same state for 
many hours ; and after that was very ill in- 
deed for weeks of a nervous fever. This 
was VMne's first introduction to Tarbes. 

The grandmother arrived just as her lady 
was getting a little better, and more com- 
posed. Poor thing ! the shock found her re- 
signed, but it broke up her physical strength 
so completely, Hiat she was as helpless as an 
infant ; and greatly did both she and Ydrine 
feel the comfort of their having been together 
when it had occurred. 

k2 
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V^rine was like a loving little daughter 
to her — ^watched by her, tended her, read to 
her in Spanish and in French when she could 
bear it — ^never left her, and seemed to have no 
other thought than that of being useful to her 
dear mistress. 

This way of life went on for some little time, 
until the poor lady, ha;ving grown weaker and 
weaker, one day expired in Verine's arms. 

She had never altered her will — ^in which 
she bequeathed all her property to her son, 
begging him to pension her servants. A dis- 
tant cousin now inherited the whole, and 
came to take possession, and perform the 
funeral rites. He dismissed V^rine, paying 
her a hundred francs beyond her wages. 
She then went to live with her grand- 
mother, hoping, however, to obtain a new 
situation. 
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This was not easy, as she was not known 
in Tarbes, and the winter was now at hand. 
She took in work, or went out by the day ; 
but these resources were no very great help 
to her ; and the proprietor of the house in 
which her grandmother livedo sent word that 
he was coming to reside there^ and should no 
longer require her services. 

They now began to feel very lonely and 
wretched ; and one evening, while they were 
sitting together, bemoaning this melancholy 
change in their affairs, the proprietor walked 
into the room, having come a little sooner 
than they had expected. They both started 
up, foil of apologies — " They thought Thursday 
had been the day." 

" No, no," said he, "no apologies. Thurs- 
day was the day, and I am come on Tuesday, 
but you need not go the sooner for that. And 
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where shall you go?" said he, looking at 
Valine, " and what are you doing? '^ 

Vdrine modestly told him their position and 
circumstances. 

" Well/' said he, " will you go and keep 
my house, and wait upon my little daughters 
at Toulouse ? They are to stay there some 
time longer ; and then, when they come out 
of town, my house will he sold, hut you will 
have had time to find something else to 
do." 

Vdrine and her grandmother were very grate- 
ful, andmuch pleased with the place. They made 
M. Lesseps as comfortable as they could that 
night ; and the niext day his wife, and servants, 
and a beautiful little boy arrived. V^rine 
hoped her young mistresses would be as lovely ; 
but they were at an unruly age, and had not 
the grace of their little brother. V^rine took a 
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letter to them from their father, to explain 
her arrival, and hegan to make herself useful 
to them. Eooms were given to her and her 
grandmother, in the large, ramhling old house, 
now more than half empty ; and she was de- 
puted to escort the young ladies to the lec- 
tures and services which they attended. They 
were very clever — one of them had won the 
golden violet of that year, and both gained 
the prizes of history and literature given in 
the "Cours" on these subjects. V^rine 
liked to hear them talk of their pursuits, and 
was somewhat inclined to wish that she had as 
much opportunity of learning. It was very 
pleasant, too, to attend them in their walks. 
The young bourgeoises were fond of the 
country; and though there was no great 
beauty near their native town, they were glad 
to get out into the quiet green fields and 
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fresh air ; and the little moantain girl liked to 
gaze southwards, and fancy she discovered 
in that distant line of hills her own Pic da 
Milan. And then she would fall into a 
pleasant reverie, only broken by the call 
of her young mistresses, when they wished 
to go farther, or to turn homewards. They 
told her of the tragedy of the Galas family 
— of the accursed heretics who abounded, 
and still abound here— of the far-famed 
Cldmence Isaure, after whom the eldest of 
them was named — and of the fierce battle 
here fought in 1814, and gained by those 
horrid Englishmen. The heights of Calvinet 
and Sypierre were indeed often visited by 
them, and by some of their friends. 

One day they met a cousin of theirs, an 
officer, who had lost his leg in the Crimea. 
He was descanting, with no small interest. 
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upon the battleof Toulouse, with his companion, 
a young fellow, apparently in the army also, 
but not an officer. When the ladies ap- 
proached, this young fellow rose and stood on 
one side. V^rine observed him attentively, 
and thought his face very handsome, and 
the most melancholy she had ever behfeld. 
The girls were delighted to meet their 
cousin, who was just returned from Nice, where 
he had been staying for his health, and chat- 
ted so long with him that V^rine began to 
think they ought to go home, and drew near 
to tell them so. They were deep in conversa- 
tion, however, and were telling him, what she 
had not yet known, that their lectures were 
now ended, and that they were to go into the 
country directly. Verine, as she stood and 
heard this, changed countenance, so much so 
that the young soldier noticed it. He was 
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thinking only jost before how bright and 
pretty she appeared standing there ; and when 
he saw her turn suddenly pale, he darted for- 
ward to support her. 

She thanked him^ but declined his aid ; he 
then began to converse with her^ and the 
time passed rapidly, for he was very agreeable. 
It was at last the young ladies who called her. 
As they walked home quickly, the young 
ladies told V^rine to pack up all their goods 
the next day, for that they should go out of 
town in the evening ; but that she and her 
grandmother might remain, and send off the 
remainder of their property when the house 
was sold. 

V6rine thought her little mistresses rather 
inconsiderate not to have told her all this be- 
fore ; for she would require to work very hard 
in order to get things ready for their start. 



REMEMBRANCE OF YICTOR. 139 

They were to travel alone, and she was to se* 
cure their places in the diligence ^arly the 
next day. 

So, after packing nearly all night, she lay 
down for a short time, but could not sleep. 
Perhaps she was over-fatigued ; but why did 
the face she had met that day haunt her so 
continually ? He reminded her of Victor, yet 
was not like him. At all events, V^rine could 
not sleep ; and when she arose early the same 
face still haunted her. On going to the dili- 
gence office, she met there the same individual. 
He was come to take a place for the young 
officer, who had conceived a sudden desire to 
visit his relations at Tarbes, and accompany his 
young cousins thither. She quickly took the 
places in the Int^rieur, and returned home. 
The young soldier greeted her only as a 
yesterda/s acquaintance ; but his addressing 
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her agitated her so mnch, that she never 
even enquired whether he was going to Tarbes 
also. 

In the evening she begged her grandmother 
to take the young ladies to the diligence, say- 
ing, what was true enough, that she was very 
tired, and promising to have tea ready for 
her on her return. 

She was left, therefore, nearly alona; there 
were still a few servants in the house, bat 
they had their orders to follow early next day, 
and were therefore very busy. 

While V^rine and her grandmother were at 
tea, they were surprised by a visit from Jean- 
nette. 

" I thought you were in Algeria ! " they 
both exclaimed. 

" In Algeria ! " she said, laughing ; " no. 
We went as far as Marseilles; there my master 
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met some friends, and delayed going from 
week to week. At last he had a kind of inti- 
mation to go quickly, if he meant to have the 
office kept for him ; and so he got a little 
frightened, and perhaps will really go now." 

"And you?" 

'^ Well, I did not like it when it came to 
the point. I saw an old friend who was coming 
to these parts, and I left the family. They 
behaved yery handsomely!" and she chinked 
the bright Napoleons in her little purse. I 
came to ask here if you were still at Tar- 
bes," said she, ^' and they said you were here. 
May I stay and sleep in Y^rine's bed to- 
night?" 

"Yes, indeed," said V^rine, "since it's 
thanks to you we are here at all." 

" Ah, but we must go soon," said the old 
woman, dolefully; " the house is sold." 
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*^ Well, tiien/' said Jeannette, twisting her 
handkerchief a little more coquettishly round 
her head, " if it is sold, grandmother, you 
had better come and live with me. I will 
charge you nothing for your room, and 
V^rine will earn enough to support you. You 
see I am not forgetful of my relations. 
Grandmother was good to me when I was a 
little thing," and she kissed the old woman, 
who was quite overcome with surprise and 
gratitude. 

V^rine thanked her no less warmly, but 
with more curiosity as to the means she 
possessed of effecting such noble deeds. 

"Well, the fact is, I am going to be 
married ; and we shall be well off — ^for besides 
my little bit of money, he has a very good 
business. The house is directly opposite a 
large hdtel, and he bakes for them." 
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^' And who is he, Jeannette ? " asked the 
old woman. 

^^ M. Robert Martinet, grandmother ; he 
is just my age, and you will like him." 

We need not repeat all the grandmother's 
remarks, nor say how often she uttered her 
well-known phrase. .Suffice it that the 
young man was very soon introduced to his 
new family, and that V^rine recognized in 
him the ^' new acquaintance " she had just 
made : she was rather silent, but in the 
general buzz this was not noticed. ^^ Eobert ! " 
^— when she reconsidered his name, too, it 
struck her that it might be — ^yes, this was 
certainly the young Toulousien who had tried 
to rescue Victor, and had rescued herself from 
imminent peril. But no one else seemed to 
recollect the fact, and she was led, by some feel- 
ing unaccountable to herself, not to revert to it. 
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He had been in the army, and was 
just discharged, at the earne3t request of the 
young officer with whom V6rine had seen him 
at Toulouse, and Jeannette at MarselQes. 

^'But I thought you said that he was a 
baker?'' said the old lady. 

^^Yes; his uncle is just dead, and has 
left him the business. It is a very good 
one." 

It ought to be so; but loading guns, 
and kneading bread, were pursuits so widely 
diflFerent, that Valine thought it just pos- 
sible that he might be likely to succeed in the 
former, rather than in the latter ; but she 
did not say so. 

The old grandmother went, after the 
house was sold, to reside in the garret 
over Jeannette's room, and make herself 
useful. She was an upright old woman, 
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and did not wish to be a burden on the 
young couple. V^rine, also, by her 
exertions, continued to pay quite sufficient 
for the old woman's lodging, as well as 
her board. She was very glad afterwards 
that she had done so ; for the business did 
not answer very well. Jeannette and her 
husband liked better to go here and there 
than to attend to the shop ; and their shop- 
men were not quite trustworthy. When they 
discovered this they tried a shopwoman, but 
she was decidedly dishonest. 

Jeannette had now a young baby 
— V^rine a good situation. It would 
have been better if Robert had attended 
to his business ; but his former life 
had given him no taste for so dull a trade ; 
and the bakings were so often not ready, that 
the h6tel first, and then other customers, 
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gave him up. This was a great blow to his 
poor wife ; and Y^rine thought she really 
ought to try and help her kind cousin out of 
her awkward position. So, though she had 
a very good situation, she gave it up on their 
first expressing a wish that she were at home 
to assist them ; and she laboured so hard to 
inspect everything, and keep the accounts 
straight, that the little shop began to look 
brighter, iuller of fresh loaves, and there was a 
gradual increase of customers. She had a new 
sort of roll made, which she called Sailway 
rolls ; and they were so much liked, that she 
sold great quantities to the railway stall-keepers, 
and many to the hdtel-travellers. In short, 
she quite retrieved their fortunes ; but she 
found it better for herself to keep away. 
Sobert was beginning to annoy her with 
his admiration and gratitude; so she told 
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him that his success was now in his own 
hands, and she hoped that he wonid go on 
and prosper. 

Jeannette now attended to the shop, and 
left the baby to the grandmother's care. 
V^rine procured a situation in a banker's 
family, consisting of a father, mother, two 
sons, and a daughter — where she had not 
high wages, but much time at her own dis- 
posal; and she devoted her leisure time to 
taking in work, and writing a little, both 
of which added something to the small pro- 
vision she was making up for the time of 
need. She sent her literary productions to 
the Courrier du Midi, and received some 
remuneration, sufficient to induce her to 
continue, but not to give up her needle- 
work. She also kept up her studies ; and, 
in short, led so active and busy a life, that 

l2 
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if she had not been exposed to one .or two 
very disagreeable circumstances, she would 
have been quite happy. These were, first, 
the very annoying admiration expressed for 
her by Robert, and the very great pain it 
g^ve to Jeannette — so that she felt com- 
pelled to give up all idea of continuing to 
reside with them ; and secondly, her cousin's 
needy state, which made her often re- 
quire help. V^rine, constantly longing to 
find her brother, and to have money enough 
to pay for setting on foot researches in 
the mountains, was yet obliged to help 
Jeannette. 

Her first mistress, had she lived, would 
willingly have assisted her in her search for 
her brother; she had indeed sent one mes- 
senger through the mountains, but he proved 
not to be trustworthy, and never returned. 
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Time went on, and thrice already had 
V^rine thought that she had money enough 
to enable her to dispatch another messenger ; 
and three times had Jeannette's distress 
touched her so, that she had emptied her 
savings into her lap, and begged her to 
take them. 

At length it happened that a fourth time 
Vdrine's earnings were given away. She 
wandered into the Pare, with her empty 
purse, and, sitting down under a tree, cried 
bitterly. Of course, the advocates of true 
sublimity will say that to regret a gift ren- 
ders it valueless. But still V6rine's little 
cousin enjoyed her dinners not at all the 
less because Verine had shed tears that she 
never knew of, over the sums that furnished 
these dinners. Verine thought over her 
means of obtaining money, and resolved to 
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write more, and work more. A better 
situation suggested itself to her ; but she 
did not like to leave those who had been 
kind to her, and allowed her so much 
liberty. " And now, too, M. Charles is going 
away,'' she thought; "I did think he was 
very troublesome, but now he is going, it is 
all right again. Still, my poor Victor, I do 
so long to know if you are really living! 
And though it is now so many years since 
I lost you, I cannot but fancy you are yet 
alive ! Well, I will work away ; and I will 
put all I get into two purses — one shall 
/ be sacred to you, and the other to my 
relations. So help me God ! " 

She went to a church — a very old one, 
St. Semin, and, kneeling before a side 
altar, registered her vow by praying fer- 
vently. As she came out, absorbed in her 
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reflections and her new hopes^ she did not 
see a poor wretched child, who asked charity 
of her as well as it could, and plucked her 
dress, to attract her attention. Y^rine, on 
looking at the little creature, saw that it 
appeared to be miserably ill, trembling 
so that it could scarcely stand, and seem- 
ingly writhing in pain. Oh inquiry, she 
found that it was new to want, and had 
lost its parents. It wept bitterly on say- 
ing this, and seemed to be overcome with 
sorrow and suflfering. V^rine, always kind- 
hearted, returned to the steps of the church, 
sat down, took the child in her arms, and 
soothed it. She was at a loss what to 
do with it, however, and decided upon 
taking it to the hospital, which was not 
very far off. She carried it thither; and, 
whilst w^ting to have it formally received. 
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saw, to her no small surprise, Robert 
coming down the passage. She would wil- 
lingly have let him pass unnoticed, but 
he had recognized her. 

"Ah, V^rine!" he exclaimed, "do come 
with me ! — ^there is a poor fellow here who 
can only speak the Spanish patois, and I 
cannot make him understand me. He has 
been invalided from Algeria, I believe." 

Robert did not explain that he was in 
the habit of visiting the hospitals, and con- 
soling the poor sick soldiers and others laid 
up there ; but V^rine guessed it, and her 
heart softened at the thought. Her little 
charge was found to be very ill of gastric 
fever, and was taken into the fever ward 
directly. The child wept at parting from 
her, but Verine promised to come and see 
her. She then proceeded to visit the sol- 
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dier. She found that he spoke Catalonian, 
and she knew qnite enoagh patois and 
Spanish to be able to comprehend his stiry, 
which was as follows: — 

He had been employed in Algeria against 
the Moors; and, being of French origin, 
had effected his exchange into a French corps. 
As the two armies were acting together, this 
was quite easy. He was wounded before 
Mogador. 

" Are you then French ? " V^rine asked. 
" But you do not speak French." 

" No ; my history is a curious one. I was 
quite young when I left France ; and having 
lived in Catalonia a long time, I passed for the 
son of Spanish parents. But I was only their 
adopted child. I lost my way on the moun- 
tains at twelve years of age ; and being 
found half-frozen by some Spanish workmen, 
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was carried hj them into their own village. 
I do not know where I had crossed the 
froBtiery bat they said thej found me near 
the mouth of a cavern that no one could 
have come through. All I remember is 
having wandered a long time, being quite 
bewildered in a fall of snow, and thinking I 
was getting nearer home — ^till at last I made 
a great slip, and had a tremendous fall. I 
found myself, long afterwards, in a kind of 
ravine, and quite in the dark, supposing it 
was a cavern of some kind. I seemed to my- 
self to have my head downwards, for I could 
see the light below me by turning a little ; 
but yet^my head appeared to be on no higher 
ground than my feet. I called on God to 
save me; reflecting that, without a miracle 
on His part, perish I must, I resolved 
to struggle forward towards the light ; but I 
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suppose I fell again, for I saw no opening; and 
of course the workmen could not tell any- 
thing, except where and how they found 
me." 

" Where was it ? " asked V^rine, who had 
listened with breathless interest. 

"In the Val del Moro. I had left my 
home in the Val de St. B^ta." 

V^rine rose hastily. 

"What is your name?" she asked, half 
sobbing. 

" Victor Cambacferes," he replied. 

" Oh, Victor ! Victor ! " Verine could say 
no more. She neither fainted nor wept, but 
knelt beside him, and bowed down her head 
upon his hands, in speechless gratitude. 

He scarcely dared imagine her to be his 
sister. 

" And you ? " he asked, in a low voice. 
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" I am your little V4rine ! " she said, 
embracing him. 

Meantime Robert had gone home, and 
had heard of V&ine's renewed kindness. 
The daylight was passing rapidly away, and 
night was drawing on ; but the newly- 
found brother and sister still chatted on, 
forgetting all but their joy in each other; 
until the officers of the hospital declared that, 
however disposed to be indulgent, they could 
not allow her to remain any longer. V^rine, 
her heart full, went home. She found every- 
one asking for her, and wondering at her 
absence. Her young lady had dressed for 
the opera without her help, and was just 
going out. She had been asked for re- 
peatedly ; and, besides, a messenger had come 
from her cousin's house, and one from some- 
where else, for her; in short, V^rine could 
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not have chosen a worse time for her absence, 
poor girl Somewhat bewildered, she asked 
if she could at once see her master and 
mistress; and, being admitted, she begged 
their pardon for her transgression, and told 
the whole story ; but told it so naively, and 
with eloquence so touchingly simple, that the 
little audience melted into tears. There was no 
need of further apology. All expressed the 
greatest interest in her behalf, and only 
wished she had earlier made known her 
sorrows, and allowed them to assist her. She 
was more overcome in relating her story, and 
in seeing its effect upon them, than she had 
yet been ; and as if to help her to recover 
herself, some one, whom she had not yet 
noticed, came forward, took her by the hand, 
and said: — 

"Verine, I congratulate you, not only 
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upon this great joy, but also upon your 
having gained the silver eglantine for your 
last composition ! " 

V^rine started, and blushed — ^first, because 
she had not noticed M. Charles's presence; 
and secondly, on account of his words. She 
had gained a prize, and he knew she had 
been trying for it ! She had even forgotten 
that it was to be given to-day. 

All these thoughts darted through her 
mind with the rapidity of lightning; and 
she replied by thanking -him modestly, 
and saying that she was quite surprised at 
obtaining a prize, and that indeed she had 
forgotten, in her other cares, that it was 
akeady the 3rd of May ! 

"But, V^rine," said he, "after all this 
good news, here is some less pleasant for 
you; your grandmother is, I am sorry to 
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say, very ill, and has sent for yon. Here 
is also another letter for you/' 

The letter was an offer of some work of a 
very lucrative kind. How glad she would 
have been of it yesterday ! But now it 
signified less. She asked leave to go and 
see her grandmother, and spend the night 
with her, promising to return by daylight. 
She looked wan and worn-out, and they 
begged her to get some sleep before she 
returned. « 

As M. Charles led his sister downstairs 
to the carriage, he said, " I really think, 
Laure, that that girl is a true heroine. 
What a fine character ! — ^how good and how 
simple are her ideas ! " ^ 

Verine found her grandmother very ill 
indeed. There had been one or two cases 
of cholera in the town, and hers seemed to 
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be another. Robert and Jeannette were so 
dreadfully alarmed, that they clung to Verine 
as to a guardian angel. She did not think so 
badly of the case, and sent for a better doctor 
than they had yet seen, who re-assured them, 
and who said that the pain and distress of the 
poor old lady might not be the consequences 
of that dreadful malady. 

She was crooning out her old song, " What 
has been will be, and what will be has been," 
in the very face of her complaint. Verine 
waiched her all that night, and became sadly 
convinced that her end was drawing near. 
She begged Robert to go and say so to her 
employers, and ask leave for her to stay and 
nurse her grandmother. 

But these people, so generous yesterday, 
were selfish now. They desired Verine to 
return immediately, as they were going out of 
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town. The news at the opera had been that 
several more cases had occurred, and they 
were taking flight 

Verine wrote a mild, but decided, resigna- 
tion of her place ; mentioning, at the same 
time, her fears that her grandmother was 
actually sinking under the dreaded disease. 
She thought this must justify her in not 
returning to them, were they contagionists, 
or no. 

The poor old lady died that day ; and Ro- 
bert was attacked also. He did not linger 
very long ; but, in the meantime, the poor 
baby was taken. Jeannette and Verine 
were thus left alone. To Verine it was a very 
strange feeling — ^she had her own deep source 
of joy amid all this desolation, and she had 
not yet had an opportunity of communicating 
it to her companions. The poor old grand- 
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mother and Kobert had died withoat knowing 
that the first connecting link in their history 
had been found. 

Poor Jeannette's reason tottered under her 
double bereavement ; and if she had not had 
Y^rine's kind assistance and consolation, it is 
quite possible she might have lost it altoge- 
ther ; but she was very tenderly cared for in 
body and soul by her cousin, who brought to 
her an excellent priest, her own confessor, and 
a good Soeur de Charity, who soon won her 
confidence, and poured soothing balm into her 
sorely-wounded heart. 

The shop was sold, but Jeannette kept the 
house — she could not bear to quit it altogether. 
And V6rine remained with her, and prepared 
a room for Victor — counting confidently 
upon his remaining with her when discharged 
and pensioned, as he was sure to be. All 
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this came trae — except his residing with her ; 
for when she again went to visit him, and told 
him all the vicissitudes of her fortunes, he ex- 
pressed great anxiety to recover quickly, that 
" he might go and fetch his wife and children 
from Spain." 

" Wife and children ! " V^rine fell from the 
clouds. She could not but rejoice that he had 
them ; but still it was terrible to think that 
she should not have him ; that after all her 
labours, and her painstaking in his service, 
he should belong to another. Her heart 
turned to the little child she had tended, who, 
after intense sufferings, was now beginning to 
recover. Poor V^rine ! she felt sad, though 
her real troubles had come to an end, as she 
supposed; but she was not yet at the end 
of them. 

The day her brother left her to go into Ca- 
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talonia, a kind of pedlar, selling Spanish cho- 
colate, presented himself at the door of the 
house, saying that he had had infinite 
trouble, first to find her brother, then to find 
her ; but that, having succeeded in both, he 
demanded the reward of five hundred firancs, 
promised for V^rine by her good lady. 
Yerine's little savings only amounted to 
two hundred francs, and of this she had 
just given one hundred and fifty francs to 
her brother for his journey. Jeannette, of 
course, had a little sum by the sale of her 
shop — ^but she could not ask her for any of 
that ; and, besides, she did not think the claim 
a just one. 

" Yes," the man said, ** it was just; forbad 
he not discovered her brother's dwelling ? — and 
his wife and his children ? Had not the wife 
mourned over his departure for Algeria, and 
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supposed him to have died there ? Had she 
not started herself, when she heard that 
he had exchanged, and come over the moun- 
tains, to find him ? And had she not lost her 
little girl on the road, and fallen dreadfully 
ill herself on entering Toulouse ? " 

" Toulouse ! '* exclaimed V&ine ; " oh ! 
then, take me to her ! " 

It was, then, no imposition ; and she gladly 
promised to pay the five hundred francs as 
soon as she had earned them. He led her to 
a very wretched house, where, in a miserable 
garret, lay a young Spanish woman and a 
baby. She was in great want, and apparently 
both ill and unhappy, 

" Here," said the man, *' here is the person 
you seek — ^the wife of Victor Cambacferes." 

V^rine embraced her tenderly. She did 
not, however, very much like her look. 
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She took the baby in her arms, asking its 
name. 

" Victor," answered the woman ; " and my 
poor little girl — oh, if you had seen her I My 
poor little Inez ! " 

V^rine proposed to take her to her homiB, 
and to maintain her until her brother's return. 
The woman seemed delighted ; and she was 
quickly settled in the room lately occupied by 
Victor. 

V6rine had now a heavy task to per- 
form — ^herself and her brother's wife and baby 
to maintain, and five hundred francs to 
pay for the discovery. She often led the 
conversation to the subject of Victor ; but she 
thought her companion was very reserved 
about him, and also about the lost child. 

One day she determined to take her 
sister-in-law with her to see the little girl 
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she had fotindy who, though very ill, was 
now likely to recover. The recognition of 
her as the lost child quickly followed. 
She declared that she should have known it 
anywhere, and called it Inez — ^her darling 
Inez I The little thing was too much oppressed 
with a kind of low fever to make response, 
and appeared to be more pleased to see V^- 
rine than anyone else — for she kept a firm 
hold of her hand, and clung to her. ' Virine's 
heart bounded. Was Victor's child now 
really before her? 

It seemed very trying to have to 
wait so long for news of himself. But 
at last a letter did arrive. It stated that, 
after great difficulty, he had found his wife ; 
she had certainly started to join him ; but 
vague fears for the little girl she had left in 
charge of a neighbour had induced her to re- 
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turn, when she found that the neighbour and 
her child had both disappeared! This had 
thrown her into so deep a melaucholy and 
horror of again leaving home, that she could 
not for the present attempt it. Enquiries in 
all the neighbouring villages had elicited an 
account of a pedlar's visit a short time before 
the disappearance of the woman. 

This woman was then an impostor! V^rine's 
head and heart reeled at the torrent of ideas 
thus raised. She was quite alone, and knew 
not what to do. At length she thought of 
consulting M. Herro, her late employer, as to 
how she should act, in case she was sued for 
the five hundred francs. M. Charles surprised 
her by answering the letter in person.. He 
entered carefully into all the facts, and saw 
the difficulty. That the woman must be got 
rid of, and the sick child retained, was pretty 
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clear ; but the pedlar and his 500 francs? He 
might claim the sum, and make out a verj 
good case for himself, as having been deceived 
by the woman, and not a party to the decep- 
tion. The woman might also insist that the 
elder child was hers. He advised her, however, 
to tell the woman that her fraud was discovered, 
and to advise her to go away quietly without 
making any disturbance, promising not to give 
her up to justice if she did so, and if she left 
the country directly. 

" I think," said he, " that you will find this 
easier than committing her ; for you have no 
proof, no witnesses to bring forward in this 
country, and it would be very troublesome and 
expensive to you to send her to your brother; 
besides, she has not deceived him, and you 
will find it difficult to prove the child not hers. 
Still, if you wish to bring the matter at once 
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into the courts, I will readily undertake that 
my brother shall plead your cause. Adolphe 
will do it welly for he hates all frauds hearti- 
ly. And as to the expense, my father says 
that you are to leave that to him." 

" Oh, no ! '' cried V^rine, " I must, at all 
events, try the simple means first — I could 
not impose upon so much goodness." 

She thanked him gratefully ; and, when he 
had retired, waited impatiently for her sister- 
in-law's return from the hospital, whither she 
had been to see the child. 

She came in, threw down her bonnet and 
shawl, and began gossiping and talking idly, 
as usual. Verine felt less disturbed, however, 
by it than she often did — ^for she was in the 
meantime collecting her thoughts. 

At last she said, "Will you sit down 
quietly and listen? I have something to ask 
you,'' 
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Her serious manner impressed her sister-in- 
law. She sat down, and looked anxiously ex- 
pectant. V6rine's voice trembled a little as she 
began: — 

" Where is the Pedlar ?— do you know ? " 

" Oh, yes, he is in the town. Why ? — are 
you going to give him his money? Have 
you five hundred francs already ? I will carry 
them to him." And her eyes glistened 
greedily. 

" No," said V6rine, " I could only give him 
a part of what he demands. But where does 
he live?" 

The woman gave the address — V^rine took 
it down. She Ixad determined to secure this 
before beginning the direct attack. 

*^ Now," said she, " listen to me. You are 
not my brother Victor's wife — your baby is 
not his child, nor the little girl in the hospital 
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yours. You have imposed upon me, and I 
ought to hand you over to justice, you see " — 
and she arose, locked the door, and put the 
key in her pocket. " You see that you are my 
prisoner, until the police arrive. However, if 
you tell me the truth, you can go away free in- 
to your own land with your baby ; but preva- 
ricate, and you shall be prosecuted, and no 
doubt seyerely punished, either here or in 
Spain ; for you have done me a great wrong, 
and my brother also.'' 

The woman looked at first alarmed — ^then 
sobbed, muttering, " It's all very fine — but 
what have I done ? " 

" You have stolen a child," V^rine began. 

" How do you know that ? " shrieked the 
woman; " it was left in my charge." 

Y^rine took down this admission. 

" You passed yourself off as Victor's wife — 
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what was your motive ? You were sure to be 
discovered,'* 

The woman laughed, but made no reply. 

*^I can understand/* said V^rine, "if you 
had found the person who promised the reward, 
because she could not know Victor's wife; but 
he was sure to do so." 

*^ As if I wanted to see him I " was the 
reply. 

True, thought Verine; of course, she did 
not; and if he had been here she would 
have gone off, and her scheme would have 
been to lie quietly in some neighbouring vil- 
lage until the money arrived. I see ! 

While she was thus plunged in thought, 
the woman suddenly asked her — 

"What will you give me to go away 
quietly?" 

" Give you ? The clothes I have already 
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given you, and leave to go unpunished, pro- 
vided you quit France altogether." 

" Is that all? Well, I will. Let me go to- 
day/' 

" Not to-day. I shall engage some one to 
see you away. Tou shall go to-morrow. Now, 
pat your 'supper while I write a note." 

She wrote to M. Charles, telling him of the 
interview. 

He wrote back : — " K she has not signed, 
don't let her go until I send some one to take 
charge of her, or send her back to me with 
the messenger." 

V^rine did so ; for the woman refused to 
sign any paper — saying her word was enough. 
She did not, however, refuse to go with the 
messenger. 

She returned late at night, bringing neither 
message nor note from M. Charles. Her 
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manner was quite altered, and she seemed 
disposed to bully V^rine, to obtain money 
from her ; said that she had a right to part of 
the five hundred francs promised to the ped- 
lar — ^that if she went away she should never 
obtain any of it. 

y^rine felt sure that she had not been near 
M. Charles, and had, on the contrary, seen 
the pedlar. She spent another very anxious 
night; but the next morning she received 
a note, stating that the pedlar had been ar- 
rested, as he was trying to escape, and the 
matter must go to a trial now, for he had 
threatened to sue her for five hundred 
irancs, and that she had better retain M. 
Adolphe, and commence proceedings against 
him. 

Victor was at once sent for, and inquiries 
made in the village where he resided, and 
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where his wife's identity must be well 
known. 

The case was a very tedious one; and, 
during its progress, Victor, and his wife and 
baby, arrived, and also old Antoine from Beta. 
Little Inez was taken home to V6rine's 
house ; and, notwithstanding the disagreeable 
circumstances in which they were involved, 
many pleasant days were spent in Toulouse. 
V^rine had to work hard to support herself 
and her family. The banker generously (from 
pure love of justice, he said) undertook the 
expenses of the law-suit, and made an allow- 
ance to V^rine for the little girl she had saved ; 
and Victor received his half-pay. 

M. Charles often came and conversed with 
them, and seemed to derive great pleasure 
from the good he was doing. M. Adolphe 
also interested himself warmly in the case ; 
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and, when it came on for hearing, conducted 
it with great ability. 

During the trial it appeared clear to all 
that the pedlar, having actually received from 
Verine's grandmother the commission to seek 
for Victor, and the promise of five hundred 
francs if he found him, really and zealously 
undertook the search for some time, then de- 
spaired, and gave it up for nearly three years, 
but at length redolved to try again. In this 
last search he came to a village which he had 
not formerly seen. On making inquiry, 
he was told of Victor's mysterious arrival 
there — of his having enlisted and married — of 
his having gone off to the war in Morocco 
with his regiment — of his wife's despair, and 
her intention of fojlowing him thither. 

Thus far the pedlar's tale, as told by his 
counsel, was quite true and credible; but 
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here followed another curious part of his 
story. 

The pedlar^ leaving the village with these 
tidings^ felt sure of gaining some reward^ 
though not perhaps the whole. Once more, 
then, he turned his steps towards France. One 
day as he was resting in a posada, where he 
had arrived a day or two before, a woman ac- 
costed him, and said that she was Victor's wife 
— ^that she had not had the courage to go far; 
and having heard, on returning to her village, 
of his mission, she had followed him, thinking 
that no doubt Victor's sister would support 
her and Victor's children. 

The pedlar, seeing no reason to doubt her 
word, and thinking that her presence would 
secure to him all the promised ret^ard, had 
agreed to escort her. The little girl wan- 
dered away from them just at the end of their 
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journey, which was very long ; for not finding 
Y^rine at B^ta, where he had originaUy re- 
ceived his commission, they had traced her 
to Tarbes, and thence to Toulouse, close to 
which town they had lost the little girl, and 
where the woman had ultimately found her in 
the hospital. 

The counsel dwelt much upon the perfectly 
honest character of the pedlar — only too un- 
suspicious of evil-dealing on the part of the 
woman. He maintained, therefor^, that he 
was entitled to his five hundred fi*ancs and 
damages. 

For the woman little could be said. Her 
counsel tried to prove that she had been suborn- 
ed by the pedlar, for his own ends, to act the 
part of Victor's wife ; and that, hearing that 
Victor's child was under her care, he had sug- 
gested the idea to her. 

n2 
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Victor, his wife, and the child, were all 
produced, with witnesses from their village, 
and all sworn to. V^rine swore to her 
brother, and so did poor old Antoine, whose 
joy it was most touching to witness. He 
spoke to the character of Victor, V6rine, and 
their parents. Everyone present seemed to 
be very much interested in the story ; yet, 
though all felt that V^rine had been the 
victim of an odious deception, there were as 
yet no proofs of guilt or connivance on the 
part of the pedlar. One witness had not yet 
been heard — ^Victor's wife. She spoke in 
Spanish, but an interpreter was easily found. 
She was very pretty, And timid, and everyone 
felt for her in her painful position. 

When her husband had left her, she said, she 
tried to be quiet and happy, as he had told her; 
but it would not do. So she left her little 
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girl with a' widow, a neighbour, who had one 
little child of her own ; and, taking only her 
baby, meant to go to the coast and embark. 
But she was a long time getting there ; and 
when she arrived they told her that the war 
would soon be over ; besides, she dreamt that 
some harm had happened to her little girl, 
and she hastened back. Alas ! her dream 
was too true — ^the widow and the child 
were gone — no one knew whither ! 
She was told, howeyer, that a pedlar had 
been seen in the village, asking all about 
Victor, and saying that he was sorry not to 
find him. They thought, added Victor's wife, 
when cross-examined, that she wished perhaps 
to marry the pedlar, as she had been a widow 
nearly a year ; but she herself was so shocked 
at such a thought, that she never listened to 
it. In fact, the loss of her/ little girl had 
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almost deprived her of her senses. She 
thought it was a judgment for having left the 
child. And here she fairly broke down, and 
wept bitterly. 

Her neighbours attested the truth of her 
evidence, and said that she was as one dead 
for the moment. She despaired of finding the 
little girl. On Victor's return, she revived a 
little ; but not fully, until sent for to Toulouse, 
and told that her little V^rine (Inez, as they 
generally called her) was there. 

The further defence attempted for the 
woman was that she never intended to pass 
as Victor's wife, only as the guardian of his 
child, and that she meant to give an account 
to V^rine of her family ; that V^rine herself 
embraced her as her sister, and accepted her 
as such. 

But the pedlar could not stand this. 
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" No, no, mistress," he cried, ** you know 
very well that I brought her to you, telling 
her, what I firmly believed, that you were her 
brother's wife. And as to being guardian of 
this child — ^fiidge! You had lost one, and 
the other was your own. No one will believe 
that story ! " 

And no one did believe it. The woman 
was sentenced to a year's hard labour in France, 
^ and then to be given up to the authorities 
in her own country. She appeared to have 
a wholesome horror of the latter part of the 
sentence. 

The pedlar could not be convicted, and was 
dismissed. 

" Still," said Verine's counsel, *^ as Verine 
was not the person who promised the reward, 
she was not bound to pay it." 

" Oh, yes ! I feel that I am," was the 
reply. 
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" But he did not bring you your brother, 
nor any of your brother's family." 

" That is true/' said V^rine, thoijghtfully ; 
"for I found Inez, But perhaps he was 
really duped." 

" Not a bit of it, believe me ; you were, 
he was not." 

" Well, but I promised — and I must keep 
my promises ! " 

"No ; let him sue you, and his case will fall 
to the ground." 

" I had rather make him a present of the 
five hundred fipancs." 

"You are a noble girl!" exclaimed M. 
Adolphe. 

The affair thus seemed to have been con- 
cluded. V6rine hoped, however, to keep 
Victor and his little family some time longer ; 
but they were impatient to return to Spain. 
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Little V^rine was fit to trayel, they said ; and 
her mother would be ill of home-sickness if 
longer kept away from Spain; but they 
pressed V^rine to come with them. 

" No/' said she, shaking her head, " I must 
work for some time to come, and here I can 
work better than elsewhere. Tou know I 
have five hundred francs to pay," and she 
laughed. 

" For getting back your troublesome 
brother," said he, laughing also. " I wish I 
could help you, since you are determined to 
pay it ; but I am quite sure that it is 
ridiculous to do so. Whom did he bring to 
you ? A false sister-in-law and nephew, whom 
you have supported during ten weeks at 
least!" 

"No, Victor, he brought me tidings of you; 
and he did search for you. It was not his 
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fault if the Goyemment was^ after all, the first 
to send you here, and poor Robert the first to 
find you out ! " 

"Did you ever see that pedlar before, 
V^ne?'' 

" No," she said, " I think not ; and yet his 
voice reminded me of our old home." 

" What ! did you not see him when your 
mistress sent him after me ? " 

" Oh, no, Victor — I was always so sorry 
about that ; she did it very secretly, to surprise 
me, and only let it out once when she was 
very ill, and thought she might die before he 
returned. She promised then to leave me 
enough. to pay him — ^but she died without 
altering her will, you know." 

" Did she tell you the name of the man she 
had engaged ? " 

" Yes — lago Cazizus ; that is also the 
name he gives." 
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^'That is the name he gives, certainly; 
but I saw his old passport, and, for some 
reason or another, he at one time travelled 
under the name of Pierre Puyo, Of course 
this does not at all aJflTect his claim — it is only 
a curious fact." 

" Victor ! that is the name of the man who 
stole my grandmother's money years ago, 
under the pretence of placing it at interest 
for her! What boldness, to try his hand 
again ! " 

"He very likely did not know that you 
were interested in it,'' said Victor; "for I 
think you said that you did not see him on 
either occasion ; and your name did not ap- 
pear, I suppose. Poor grandmother's would 
tell him nothing ;* but it is a curious 
chance." 

" Yes," said M. Adolphe, when told of it ; 
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"and I hope you see clearly now, Mile. 
Valine, that you owe that man nothing; 
you may do as you like ahout prosecuting him, 
but you have nothing to pay him." 

'* No," replied V^rine, " not if he is really 
Pierre ; but let us ask Antoine if he reminds 
him of anyone," 

" It was Antoine who suggested it," replied 
Victor, "and he was very much vexed at 
not having thought of it in time before the 
trial." 

" It would not have affected that," said M. 
Adolphe, " since it was under his present name 
that the sum was promised. Look, I have 
brought you Le Courtier du Midi to amuse 
you ! " 

He laid the paper on the table, and point- 
ed out a long paragraph, headed " Une Pro- 
messe." It was the story of the deception 
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and the trial— very well written, but by 
whom ? 

Adolphe was gone. Victor followed him, 
in order to take leave of him, for he and his 
little family were to start the next day for 
their home. 

V^rine read the paragraph aloud to her 
Carmen, her little sister-in-law, who made her 
usual comment. 

"How curious! Madre di Dios!" and 
she rocked her little Carlos to sleep. 

V6rine rose with a sigh, put aside the paper, 
and, taking Inez on her knees, made her re- 
peat her first evening hymn to the Virgin, and 
her prayers, before laying her down on her 
little couch. The child clung to her, and 
lisped entreatingly — 

" Tia V^rine, Tia Verine,* do come too, in 

* AuntV^ine. 
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the morning ! — I know some harm will come to 
you here, I know it will — come home with 
us!'' 

" God is everywhere, and I must stay here, 
my treasure," said Tia V^rine. She kissed 
the little closing eyelids, as she saw sleep steal 
over the fair child, whose words sounded 
like a warning. 

She was left alone at daybreak. She had 
resumed her labours, and was busily occupied 
in restoring order to her little domain, when 
she was rather surprised to see Jeannette, 
who had been absent for some time, enter the 
room, looking as if she had something to 
say to her. 

Jeanette, not much skilled in circumlocu- 
tion, soon came to the point. 

" I want you, my cousin, to give up this 
house,'' she said, " and come with me into the 
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convent. I have been staying there these many 
weeks, and I like it much better than any 
other residence — it is cheaper, too." 

" Well, well, Jeannette,'* said Verine, laugh- 
ing, " I think you may spare your arguments, 
for they will not induce me to give up my 
room here; of course you are free to go 
where you like, but do not ask me to move, 
for I should lose all my connection — all the 

people I write and work for ; and you would 

not wish that ? '' 

"Well," said Jeannette, oracularly, "it 

would be better than your living alone here. 

But perhaps you are not going to live alone ? 

Perhaps it is true that you are going to make 

a rich marriage ? " 

" And with whom ? " asked Verine, coldly ; 

for she saw at once that this was the real cause 

of her cousin's visit. 
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" With whom ? — ^why, with your young 
lawyer, to be sure. What has been will be, 
and what will be has been, as poor grandmo- 
ther used to say ; and it is often seen that a 
doctor marries his patient, or a lawyer his 
client ! " 

'^ Silence, Jeannette, and do not talk such 
nonsense to me. Shall I get your room ready 
for you ? " 

" Oh, no, I shall come back here no more. 
I mean to throw up my share of the concern. 
I can live more cheaply and comfortably at 
the convent ! " 

V^rine was rather surprised at this total for- 
getfulness of the old love of her home, formerly 
so strongly expressed by Jeannette, abd also 
at the singularity of her sudden predilection 
for a conventual life ; but she made no objec- 
tion and let her cousin depart, though she 
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could not disguise from herself th&t it was 
Tery inconvenient. 

She had not, however, mnch time for reflec- 
tion. She promptly let her rooms and 
secured smaller ones in the same house, as 
her cousin would no longer share the 
expense, and her own family had left her. 
She determined upon economizing as closely 
as possible. 

The change was hardly effected, when M. 
Charles called. His manner was confused; he 
seemed pre-occupied at first, and as if he did 
not exactly know what to say, or how to ap- 
proach the real subject of his thoughts. How- 
ever, with a manly re-assumption of his self- 
possession, he approached V^rlne, took her 
hand, and said i — 

'' Verine, wiU you be my V^rine ? " 

"M. Charles," replied VMne, "are you 

VOL, u. 
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really thinking of what you are saying ? *' 
" I am indeed," he replied ; " and I hare 
your brother's permission to address you/' 

" Indeed ! " replied V^rine, ** I think yon 
are under a mistake, and that I ought not to 
consider your words as serious, M. Charles. 
Think how unequal are our positions in the 
world, and how often you would afterwards 
have reason to repent this hasty step. I do 
not say generous, because I am sure that at 
this moment you really think that I could 
make you happy ; but indeed you would not 
find it so — ^your family must expect you to 
make a very diflFerent marriage." 

" My family," said Charles, " have no 
right to expect me to seek anything but my 
real happiness in so important a matter ; and 
I feel, I know, that my happiness lies in 
V^rine, and in V^rine alone. And must 1 be- 
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lieve that she does not care for me? — 
that her heart is fixed upon another?" 

Y^rine's eyes filled with tears — but they 
also flashed indignantly. 

*' You dare not ask that question ! " she ex- 
claimed ; " and there is no need/' she added, 
half aside ; but Charles caught the words. 

" There is no need ! '^ he repeated^ joy- 
ously. 

'^ No/' replied V^rine ; " since I cannot be 
yours, there is no need to say anything fur- 
ther — is there ? Not now — he merciful^ and 
leave me, for I must rest, and work too." 

She was extremely pale, but strove to main- 
tain a cheerful air, and Cbarles took his leave 
— ^not mortified exactly, hut deeply grieved, 
and not a little surprised at finding himself 
refused, when he had thought himself sure of 
a joyful acceptance, 

o2 
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He might love V6rine — he did not know 
her. 

After his departure she remained an hour 
and a half insensible on the floor. She was 
roused by mice running over her face ; and, 
slowly recalling her scattered senses, she rose 
from the floor and prayed. 

This done, she looked round upon the very 
desolate little room, with which the visit of 
the mice had contributed to disgust her, and 
set to work steadily to improve and arrange 
it, despite her trembling hands and tearful 
eyes. 

" Charles can never come here again,'' said 
she to herself; ''but he has been here, and 
the place must be tolerable on that account." 

Her labours over, she sat down exhausted. 
It would have been in vain to attempt writ- 
ing or working ; yet she dared not allow her- 
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self to he absorbed with her swift and busy 
thoughts. 

Jeannette at this moment occurred to her 
mind, and, by some strange c?i5-connectionj all 
her Tain talk about the convent seemed to he 
haunting her. 

*' How unlike one's ideas of religious re- 
tirement/' she said to herself; "these nuns 
make up worldly vanities — wash and iron 
ball-dresses — I do not like asceticism and ex- 
clusiveness- hut still I think^ if there is anything 
in a life of seclusion and conventuality, it 
ought not to be invaded by convention all ty* 
They do it to gain their bread — then they 
might be ladies* maids, or modistes, and wear 
no peculiar garb. Ah me ! perhaps a con- 
vent, after all, would be the best place for me. 
Not where Jeannette is, hut something more 
like a convent* I shall never now marry; hav- 



198 WANDERING THQJTGHTS. 

ing once loved Charles, it is totally impossi- 
ble that I should ever love any one whom I 
could marry. Poor Charles ! But I am sure 

I did right." 

She did not see him again for some days, 
and in the meantime she strenuously exerted 
herself to work, and be always occupied. It 
would not do — ^her thoughts were wandering. 
She found herself, pen in hand, ruminating on 
his visit, repeating his words — ^so few, so 
true and manly — and a very sincere sigh for 
republicanism arose from her usually royalist 
heart. 

She was left undisturbed for some days, 
and received, in the meantime, a considerable 
number of francs, in small sums, by post, for 
which she was at a loss to account ; until the 
post also brought her a large letter, contain- 
ing a^hundred francs, and a promise of further 
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mstalments. She was quite amazed, and the 
signature of the letter did not much assist 
her. It wa8 from some one who bore a 
Spanish name — ^apparently that was all she 
was ever destined to learn. But there was 
writing in a different and less clear hand on 
the reverse side of the leaf; and then she 
discovered that the heir of her Spanish mis- 
tress, having read the account of the imposi- 
tion practised upon her, had become aware that 
he had never paid her the five hundred francs 
named in his aunt's will, nor indeed had ever 
thought of her at all as having any claim 
upon him ; but that, being old and childless, 
he proposed to make her his heir, if she would 
come and marry him, and cheer bis few re- 
maining years. 

To this eccentric proposal there was, of 
coursej but one reply to be made, and V^rine 
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at once wrote it^ and thanked him for the five 
hondred francs. The other sums were all 
sent anonymously ; so all that Verine could 
do was. to write a paragraph of thanks^ 
and send it to the Courriery the paper that 
had so widely circulated the story of her 
wrongs. 

The pedlar called upon her to claim his 
money. She replied that if he would wait, 
she would return directly and pay him a part 
of it — the whole she did not possess at .pre- 
sent. She just looked round to see that he 
could steal nothing, slipped in the bolt out- 
side the door, ran out on th? little platform 
below her window, and closed the outside 
shutters, bolting them also. She then ran 
down to her friend Antoine. Most fortunately 
for her, he was not yet gone home. He sum- 
moned a gendarme to accompany him, who 
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remained outside, while Verine and Antoine 

entered. 
' Verine produced her purse, counted out 

two hundred francs, and pushed them to- 

wards him, with a formal receipt for him 

to sign. 

. Directly she saw the writing, she exclaimed^ 

" That is the same writing ! " 

" As what ? '' the pedlar asked, somewhat 

troubled. 

" As a receipt you gave my grandmother, 

years ago, for her little fortune—:-! have it 

stiU!'' 

" Oh, have you ? And may I see it ? " 
" Yes, Pierre Puyo — ^in court you shall." 
The mention of his name seemed to trouble 

him;, but he was very bold, and soon recovered 

himself. 

"In court? — and what good would that 
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do ? Who can swear that I wrote that — ^it is 
not even my name ? '' 

" No," said Antoine, quietly, " it is Jean 
Larune's name; but he is still living, 
and can be produced to convict you of 
forgery." 

An eager step was heard approaching. The 
' gendarme challenged the new comer, and told 
him that no one would be allowed to enter. 
But the voice of M. Adolphe replied — 

" I may, I suppose ? " and he was allowed 
to enter. 

V^rine had not liked to ask him to come, 
but was very glad to see him, nevertheless. 
As soon as he had collected all the facts, he 
turned to the prisoner, and, in a few energetic 
and able sentences, gave him a picture of his 
situation, and of his probable punishment, if 
tried ; and told V^rine that he ought to be 
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tried^ and publicly exposed, as a forger and 
felonious character. 

The wretched pedlar fell upon his knees, 
and begged for mercy, confessing all the 
depths of his wickedness ; that he was 
indeed the Pierre Puyo who had defrauded 
the old woman of five hundred francs ; that 
having spent that, and changed his name, he 
had become a pedlar. Hearing of the offer 
made by Verine'g mistress for the recovery of 
Victor, he volunteered to look for him, as it 
would he hut little trouble, and might he 
great gain to him. He gave no very clear 
account of himself during the years that had 
elapsed before Victor was really heard of, hut 
swore that when the woman came to him on 
the mountains, they agreed together that 
having Victor's child with them would greatly 
assist theur enterprise ; that when they found 
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that the lady was dead, and Verine gone, they 
still detennined to try their fate. On Hear- 
ing Toulonse they lost the child, and heard 
that Verine had found her brother. They 
then had to skulk about until he was gone ; 
but meant to have received the money, and be 
off before he returned, believing that he would 
either wait for, or in a very short time follow 
in pursuit of, his wife and children, and thus 
in either case give them time. 

Adolphe and Y6rine listened with extreme 
disgust to these details ; and, when they were 
finished, Adolphe replied — 

" Tour confession is good for you. I have 
taken it all down ; sign it, if you please, with 
the three names you have used." 

" There ! " exclaimed the pedlar ; and he 
signed "Pierre Puyo, or Jean Larune, or lago 
Cazizus." 
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** Now, give me your passports. My friend," 
said Adolpbe, addressing the gendarme, 
" escort this man to the barracks, and give 
this note to the ofiGicer in command of the 
regiment passing to the frontier to-day. Leave 
him in his charge ; but if he resists, take him 
to prison, and give in this confession." 

" Stay ! " cried V^rine, as they were leav- 
ing the room, "you have forgotten your 
money." 

" I — have no claim to it," stammered forth 
the pedlar. . 

"Nevertheless, take it — and commence 
some honest calling with it in your own 
country," said V&ine; "repentance some- 
times needs help.? 

He was quite touched, and withdrew with 
the money. 
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Adolphe contemplated Yerine with admira- 
tion. 

" I think you are a little imprudent/' he 
said, looking round her modest apartment, 
" and too generous/' he added, with emphasis; 
" yet, at the same time, you are not generous 
enough towards my poor Charles. Do you 
know that he is dangerously ill? He came 
home in despair, and wept so violently, that 
the result was a fearful attack of hemorrhage 
from the vessels of the head and chest. He 
is in the greatest danger." 

" Oh, Charles ! " exclaimed V&ine. She 
could say no more ; she appeared to herself 
the greatest monster on the face of the 
earth. 

^^ He is so ill, that we have not dared to 
tell him of our misfortune," said Adolphe. 
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*' Misfortune ! ^' The word revived Y^rine, 
as it was intended to do. 

" Yes ; the failure of Messrs. , at 

!Madridj our correspondents, has involved us 
and many others in a tremendous crash. My 
father is all but ruined. He has given up his 
place at Tarhes, put it up for sale by auction, 
and is in town. I was coming this morning 
to see youj to tell you all these sad events, 
and I am glad I came just at the right mo- 
ment to be of use. Why did you not call 
me?" 

He was trying to restore Verine to her 
more natural self^ for he was alarmed at the 
clay-cold look of her hands and face. 
She could not answer him. 
** Oh, Charles ! " was all she could say. 
Adolphe took her hand, saying, S^^tly? 
" Do not let me seem too presuming, if I beg 
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you not to deceive yourself and us by false 
delicacy. You do love Charles — do you not ?** 

She lifted her head, a glance of pride and 
indignation in her eyes ; but it was quenched 
in tears, and her head bowed an assent thus 
unwillingly forced from her. 

" And you are not ashamed of it ? '' 

This time the proudly-raised head was not 
bent, nor the beaming glance lowered, which 
answered his question ; but a gesture of mute 
despair succeeded. 

"Then come to him — ^you may save his 
life ! His mother calls you — come 1 '* 

V^rine obeyed. The mother received her 
very gratefully. Long and tenderly she 
nursed the poor invalid, and ministered to the 
wants of all the family. They were obliged 
to dispose of a great part of their furniture, 
and to dismiss all their servants. 
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Verine was invaluable to them. Both be- 
fore and after her marriage she acted as one 
of themselves ; and with her additional know- 
ledge, and habits of useftilness, was of course 
more efficient than any. of them. The 
daughter was soon married. She was pretty 
and clever, and not too proud to be married, 
^^crut of compassion,^' by a richer neighbour. 
V^rme's cheek burned to think of it for her, 
and Charles pi'oudly felt that she could not 
fancy her? had l)eea a "^manage de bienveil- 
lance," as such marriages were called at that 
time in that part of the world. 

. By degr^s his £acther's affairs resumed their 

former healthy state } and V^rine's literary 

labours, so long a resource, became less, neces- 

-eary to-the family as a'lneans oi their support. 

1 Charles, a pilrtner in his father's bank, at 

length succeeded to the entire management. 

VOL. n. p 
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Their good mother lived with Adolphe, a 
flourishing lawyer. 

After some time had elapsed, the old 
eccentric heir of Ydrine's first mistress died, 
and, to her surprise, left to her his for- 
tune, and a pretty country house. Where? 
At Tarbes ! He had come to live near her, in 
order occasionally to see the strange girl who 
could refuse such an offer. He had heard of 
Charles' love for her, and of her disinterested 
conduct after the ruin of his fiunily. He saw 
the sale of the house and furniture announced, 
bought the house, and lived there until his 
death. He watched her continually, never 
came to see her, but he left her his pro- 
perty. 

Ydrine and Charles lived for some time hap- 
pily at Tarbes with his old mother. They had 
no children; and Adolphe, who had been 
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married for some time, was already a happy 
father. His wife was therefore more occupied 
than Y^riney and his house much more noisy 
than that of Charles. But the old lady was 
very extravagant, and unfortunately fond oi 
gay equipages and good horses. Her son had 
the same taste, and ere long ceased to look 
closely into his accounts. V^rine remon- 
strated ; but felt unable to say much, recol- 
lecting that she had no children to suffer by 
this imprudent expenditure, and that the 
money was chiefly hers. 

One day, at dijeOner^ the mother asked 
Charles if his new horse and his vohge were 
ready. 

"Yes," replied her son, gaily. "I am 
going to try them directly; but I must have 
a little more Bordeaux first.'' 

Ydrine said nothing, but she thought it 

p2 
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would be better to have a steady hand. 

"Do, Charles, do!" cried the old lady, 
" and then you will go brilliantly ! " 

Charles needed no persuasion. He rose 
from table quite himself, but a little elated, 
perhaps. His volage had just come to 
the door. He had mounted this vehicle, 
which looked more like a horse-velocipede 
than anything else; and though it was 
aa light as a child's perambulator in appear- 
ance, two spirited little greys were harnessed 
to it — ^in the Bussian fashion, too, one at the 
side. 

** V^rine," said he, " will you be so good, 
dear, as to look out in the library dictionary 
for the right term for a horse harnessed in* 
that manner — ^I forget it." 

She rose and left ^he room. Happily for 
;her, she had net seen the vehicle, only heard 
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it described. While she was in the library^ 
she heard a sound of wheels running rapidly ; 
and, fljdng to the window, saw — the horses 
dashing wildly away, the little carriage at their 
heels, swinging, falling over, and dashing 
along behind them ! And, oh I what was that 
that was being dragged along behind ? The 
old lady was shrieking, and trying to stop the 
horses ; but they knocked her down, and re- 
doubled their speed! Y^rine took a short 
cut, and was enabled to catch them. A 
labourer came and assisted her ; but it was all 
of no use, as far as poor Charles was con- 
cerned — ^he was quite dead ! 

The broken-hearted wife and the mo- 
ther were carried back insensible to their 
beds. 

• Charles's remains were laid in his father's 
tomb, and his affairs looked into by his rela- 
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tives. Poor fellow, he had made no will, 
and had appomted no executors. His numer- 
ous creditors pressed for payment. 

Then Virine roused herself — ^looked into 
their claims — ^sold her property, and paid 
every franc he owed. 

This done, she removed, with her poor old 
mother-in-law, to Toulouse — back to the quiet 
street, and to the little house with green 
shutters. And here she took up once more 
the load of life. 

Adolphe wished to help her ; but he was 
himself now struggling under the pressure of 
a numerous family, and little able to bear new 
burdens. 

Here V^rine lived, supporting by her pen 
her Charles's poor old mother ; amusing her, 
and devoting all her powers to soothing the 
last days of her flickering life ; for since the 
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fatal day of the accident, paralysis had 
deprived her of all power of moving; a 
deep oblivion and childishness had settled 
upon her mind; and a cough, the signal 
of gradual decay, wore away her bodily 
strength. 

Few who read the brilliant feuUleUms that 
flowed from the pen of Y^rine, guessed that 
they were written by the couch of a suffering, 
childish invalid — interrupted often by her 
feeble question or complaint ; written, too, by 
one who had known sorrow so often and so 
deeply in The Little House with Gkeen 
Shutters ! 
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Departure from Toxilouse — Journey to Tarbeft—Country — 
Eroiflsart — ^Tarbee — ^Ascent — ^Rencontre— -Pau — ^Ascent to 

- Eaux-Bonneft^-Arriyal at Louyie — ^Aniyal at Eaux- 
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Day in Pan — ^Arriralof the Party — ^Life at Eaoz-Bonnes 
— ^Fete Day — Games — ^Friends — Summer's Last Days — 
Expeditions — ^Bussian Tea— Autumnal Weather-^Bemo- 
yal to Pau — Conclusion. 

We left Toulouse joyously, at six o'clock, on 
Tuesday evening, the 9th of August. We 
left it joyously, for one is always glad to com- 
mence the last stage of a long and difficult 
enterprise ; besides which, Toulouse was very 
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hot, and its promised luxuries of fruits, etc., 
had not greeted us kindly ; we had had very 
little, and found them dearer and worse than any- 
where else. We carried off, however, one of 
its famous "pat6s de foie de canard," and 
installed ourselves comfortably in the coup6 
for a twenty-four hours' journey. There was 
not much room for extending the limbs, but 
Florence established me very nicely, and we 
both rejoiced that we had it to ourselves. 
Godfrey mounted to the banquette, 
and off we went, coasting for some way 
the banks of the Save. It was a lovely 
evening; that quiet reposing look that the 
sunbeams assume before they take their leave 
of us (like visitors who, having shown some 
warmth of temper in conversation, turn 
round with a bland smile to say adieu) shed 
its soft radiance over the richly-cultivated 
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plains. And as our progress was due west^ 
we had the full enjoyment of it. 

The railway, open now to Aire, was then 
of no aid to us. When finished as far as 
Tarbes, it will enable one to reach the moun- 
tains in one day from Toulouse. 

We passed, during the night, through 
Lombez and Boulogne, and were in Trie in 
the early morning, willing to believe that it 
was already Tarbes, but we had to wait a 
little longer for this. 

We were still in the Department des Hautes 
Pyrenees, and looking on the rapid Baise. 
Tarbes is interesting to Englishmen ; for 
here our Black Prince kept his court, we 
having had possession of Guienne during three 
hundred years. Froissart describes his visit 
to the Comte d'Armagnac. There was also an 
action at Tarbes, between the battles of Orthe2 
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and Toulouse* Tarbes is the key to commu- 
nication with all parts of the Pyrenees. Our 
road now lay along the left bank of the 
Adour, but we had to change our diligence^ 
and get into a less convenient one. We made 
use of the opportunity to get some breakfast^ 
which was much needed; and we then re- 
sumed our ascending route — which, however, is 
not particularly interesting — ^to Pau. A little 
before we reached the town of Henri IV., the 
long, straight, avenue-like road was enlivened 
by the approach of a pretty little private car- 
riage, with gay horses, smart servants, and a 
very pleasing air of luxury about it. It came 
up, and hailed the diligence, asking for a 
Monsieur Espagnol, who gladly obeyed the 
summons, and seemed to think the cool car- 
riage a very good exchange from the hot 
dusty diligence, and I am afraid we were 
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guilty of envying him. I saw him received 
by a very beaming pair of black eyes, and ^ 
little white hand eagerly extended. The 
carriage moved rapidly out of sight, and 
we felt refreshed by the pleasure we had 
witnessed. 

Ere long we ourselves reached Pau, which 
has been so often and so well described, that 
I do not think I need say anything about it 
now, especially as we only dined there, and did 
not explore, knowing that we were to return 
to it to pass the winter. 

The people of the hotel came in to ask if 
we would go on, and tried to persuade us to 
wait till next morning. It appeared that we 
were the only passengers for Eaux-Bonnes, but 
Godfrey maintained that we had a right to be 
landed there, according to our compact, that 
same evening. Florence and I were eager 
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to arrive, and begged him to insist. The 
result was, that they gave us a substitute for the 
diligence, in a most comfortable carriage, and 
we rolled out of Pau, while the Pare and the 
chain of the Pyrenees were still visible — and 
beautiful they are. Juranqon, at the foot of 
the hill on which Pau stands, and on the 
Gave (tibe river) of Pau, is a cheerful, pleasant- 
looking residencjB, full of villas. The road 
immediately begins to ascend from thence. 
The Neiss waters the valley up which the 
road runs ; the vines and the box-tree adorn 
it with verdure — which, indeed, is remark- 
ably beautiful on all tbis western side of 
France. . 

We passed by Gan and R6b^nacq, which 
are beautiftdly situated, especially the latter ; 
and, after a loQg and toilsome ascent, we 
arriyefl at S^vignacq, situated on the top 
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of the ridge that separates the Neiss and 
other tributaries of the Gave de Pau from 
those of the Gave d'Oloron. . But now we 
entered into the birthplace of the latter, 
the Val d'Ossau, formerly rife in bears. 
The view in this descent is truly magnifi- 
cent; but as we draw nearer and nearer 
to mountains, our enjoyment of them is 
necessarily lessened, so that it was not a 
very great misfortune for us that the rain 
and the darkness overtook us at Louvie, 
and prevented us seeing anything more. 
The situation of Larunes is, however, very 
striking, and from it the Pic du Ger and 
the Col de Torte are beautifully seen. 
This is quite within a drive from Eaux- 
Bonnes, where we found ourselves at ten 
that night, our trajet having occupied 
twenty-eight hours, instead of the promised 
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twenty-four We were housed in the H6tel 
de Paris, not well, nor reaaonably, but 
they said the place was still very full, though 
we were already at the 10th of August. 
However, early tibe next day Florence and 
Godfrey found lodgings at the Maison 
Toum^e, where we were to pay eleven 
francs a day (fifteen were asked) for 
three rooms. It was dear, but there it 
ended ; we were welcome to use the kitchen 
fire for hot water, ironing, and cooking, 
during the four weeks of our stay, and the 
charge for this was only two francs for the 
whole time! 

Opposite to my windows there was the 
gay little Place des Tilleuls — ^the name re- 
minded me of the Lipki, far, far away, under 
whose shade dwelt some noble hearts, some 
glorious individualities. There I knew I 
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was kindly remembered — I knew that fond 
wishes and prayers for my recovery went 
up to that blue heayen, and the thought 
was soothing. The &nd recollection of the 
wide, wide sphere of love and kindness with 
which God, in His infinite mercy, has sur- 
rounded all my way, gave me more courage 
and more zeal in the use of these Eaux- 
Bonnes, from which so much is expected there, 
than any personal interest in the matter. 
Besides the dear companions who had brought 
me all this way, there were other beloved 
members of my family already on their way 
to meet us. I earnestly hoped to be looking ' 
somewhat recovered before they arrived, and 
we therefore lost no time in securing an 
excellent doctor, who, though he rejoiced in 
the fearful name of " Manes " (which, I 
suppose, betrayed his Spanish origin), gave 
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a most comforting view of the case, and 
moreover approved highly of the apartment 
we had chosen, which was just over his 
own. We therefore quietly established our- 
selves in these pretty **red rooms," as we 
always called them. And here it was that 
we laughed so heartily at the recollection of 
the pains we had taken to bring some red 
linen from Russia, for these rooms were full of 
it; and ours, when it arrived with the roulagey 
was not needed to complete their cheerful 
glow. 

Florence and Godfr6y would not undertake 
any mountain excursions before the rest of the 
party arrived. We knew this could not be 
for some days, not before Monday, at all 
events, and it was now only Thursday. But 
there was a plan which I eagerly seconded, 
of Godfrey and Florence going into Pau for 
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service on Sunday, in the hope of meeting 
their kindred ; and this was to me another of 
the " days alone " to be duly remembered. 
They left me at five that morning. I heard 
the carriage drive off, and went to the win- 
dow ; then read and thought till I rose, and 
indeed throughout the day was turning in my 
thoughts their progress, the meeting, their 
being once more in, church together — then the 
separation and return. So that when Florence 
came in to me at eleven that night, and told 
me that they were all there, and all well and 
prosperous, I almost seraied to have known 
it, thankful as I was to hear the news con- 
firmed. 

The next day I had the happiness of re- 
ceiving the dear Mother and three sisters 
whom I had not seen for very long ; and of 
marking their improvement in vigour and 
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bloom since I had left them. They were de- 
lighted to see all our treasures^ and when our 
heavy luggage arrived we invited them all to 
leave their hotel one evening — Florence's 
birthday — and drink tea with us in the Rus- 
sian fashion; warning them, however, that the 
tea must not be taken as a fair specimen, after 
its long journey — and that it was indeed far 
better in Russia. The table was adorned 
with a samovar, gold plate, lemon-forks — all 
Russian — and both tea and sugar were Rus- 
sian. We gave each person a glass of tea with 
cream, or a slice of lemon, whichever they 
pleased. All thought the lemon a delightful im- 
provement, and the tea better than any they 
had ever tasted. Russian bread we could not 
give them, nor the delicious " bubliki ;" in 
fact, the only kind to be regularly found at 
Eaux-Bonnes is a very hard French bread, 

q2 



228 CHOCOLATE BEEAKFASTS. 

requiring real strength of jaws to eat it. I 
used to put it into hot water and sugar ; and 
Florence having made a moving picture of 
our difficulties, supplies of all kinds of inva- 
lid's provender — sago, arrowroot, biscuits, 
&c. — ^had been brought from Pau by my 
kind Mother, and we at length succeeded in 
finding a very tolerable bread at Eaux- 
Bonnes, rejoicing in the name of Pain 
Anglais. 

At Bayonne all the party learned to enjoy 
the chocolate breakfasts, which, with the Pain 
Anglais, proved an excellent preparation for a 
mountain ramble. 

Every one knows the way of life at Eaux- 
Bonnes ; for, excepting that the walking is 
not obligatory, it is very like that at any otihier 
springs of health. The place is very small and 
dull, and the invalids are generally very ill, and 
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do not seem at all anxious to disguise the state 
of their health. Their complexions were in 
general yellow, partly from the waters 
causing a kind of feverish disarrangement of 
the system. The water is given in small 
quantities — a teaspoonful at first, in some cases 
diluted in goat's milk, or linden-tea. It was 
thought a good sign to hegin, as I did, with a 
quarter of a glass. The water is warm, not 
hot, and tastes of sulphur and eggs ; but I did 
not dislike it — ^in fact, the mountain air 
creates great thirst, so that any liquid is wel- 
come. 

The few invalids who walked while drink- 
ing the waters did so from 8 to 9. At ten 
there was a table (thdte breakfast, and at five 
a dinner in every hotel ; and between these 
hours every one rambled who could. One 
dear little faithftil aid, however, came to me 
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at eleven every morning, and, however tempt- 
ing the hills might look, wrote patiently for 
me until one, when we were both glad of a 
mid-day repast. After which I was carried 
out in a chaise h porteurSy to sit on the little 
Place ; or, remaining in my room, had visits 
from all my dear people. Sometimes my room 
wotQd be gay with the products of the morn- 
ing walk — bright heaths and gentians deco- 
rating every available spot ; and my dear Mo- 
ther, resting in an arm-chair near me, would 
listen to my adventures, and then tell me all 
the '^ experiences of life" that she had passed 
through since our parting at Ems. Look- 
ing, as she did so, so little altered by them — 
the same fresh, delicate face, lighted up by 
those bright loving eyes — the dainty little fin- 
gers crossed by a thread of crimson wool, 
which she was crocheting mto comforters for 
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her lovely little grandsons; or joining, in 
some occult manner, the diamond compart- 
ments of a quilt, the mysteries of which she 
had learned at Biarritz. 

Sometimes we had some lively scenes out of 
doors, as the brightly-dressed Guides came 
down from the mountains, or on the occasion 
of some popular fi^te, as on 

The 24th of August. 

The 24th of August is a great f^te-day at 
Eaux-Bonnes, that is to say, they always have 
a fSte at this time of the year, patronized by 
the visitors, who on this occasion subscribed 
500 francs. It was really very pretty, and 
the day was beautiful We were sitting writ- 
ing in my room when w<s heard a procession 
go by with what is here called a tamburine, 
which is a lyre or zithem, of six strings, struck 
with a stick by fine hand, while the other 
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holds the rustic mountain flageolet. This 
little procession was on its way to the church 
on the hill. I do not know whether St Bar- 
tholomew's Day was at all chosen in honour of 
him who published the "Edit de Nantes," but 
certain it is that the clouds were propitious, for 
it was a bright warm day, in which the valley 
was a very cup of sunbeams, rather more so, I 
should think, than could be desired by the 
lively inhabitants, who had been working 
hard all day to amuse themselves and us. I 
did not trouble my bearers with my weight, 
and I believe every one had the same idea, 
and left them free to enjoy the sports. 

These began with the Jea de Bdquety in front 
of the H6tel de FEurope. This game is not un- 
like the mediaeval quintin. The aspirants for 
the prize are driven in a cart, under a full bucket 
hung upon a hole, upon which it is made to 
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turn easUy. Flat pieces of board are nailed to 
each side of the bucket^ and descend below it; 
through these is bored a hole, into which the 
champion is to thrust his lance. If he misses^ 
he receives the whole contents of the bucket on 
his devoted head and shoulders. Such shouts of 
laughter arose during the exhibition of this feat, 
that I suppose it is very diflBcult of accomplish- 
ment. Then followed the Course aux (Eufs. 
We did not see this from these windows, but we 
heard the bell ring and the acclamations that 
hailed the victor. Godfrey thus described the 
game to me. Eighty eggs are placed in two rows, 
at intervals of about a metre, with a basket at 
one end. At a given signal three or four men 
start for a race of three kilometres in fourteen 
minutes, while two others are to fill the basket 
with the eggs without breaking them. And 
this is by no means the easier task of the 
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two ; for as they must place each egg singly, 
and begin with the nearest to the basket, they 
have at last a considerable way to run between 
each deposit. This is liowever so accurately 
known, that the race between the runners and 
the egg-placers is generally a very near thing 
indeed — to-day the former gained. This was 
confined to the men in costume. Then follow- 
ed an exhibition for the young girls in cos- 
tume. A bottle is hung on a string — ^the girls 
are blindfolded, and start at twenty yards 
from it, with orders to walk to it and cut it 
down with a pair of scissors, which of course 
go every way but the right ; and when people 
had laughed enough at this a stick was given 
to them, which did at last succeed. This is 
called the Jeu de la Bouieilky and the Jeu de 
h Pdele is in the same style. A five-franc 
piece is laid upon a blackened frying-pan, hung 
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on a string. This five franc-piece is to be 
caught with the teeth ; and, whether they are 
blindfolded or not, this is sure to be a masque- 
rading process. After this followed a Course 
en Sacs which presented the usual features, 
but was not quite so amusing as in England, 
for the sack was only held round the waist, in- 
stead of being tied round the neck. However, 
it produced shouts of laughter. 

Thus far the Jardin Anglais had been the 
chief scene of attraction; but now the maidens 
were to perform a Course aux Cruches from 
the Jardin to the Buvette, as they here name 
the Source. Godfrey called this carrying coals 
to Newcastle. 

He came in to tell me to look out, and I 
was just in time to see four well-built girls 
move swiftly and steadily up the hill with 
brimming buckets of water on their heads. 
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One was already decidedly in advance, and 
she kept her advantage. We saw her come in 
winner ; and we were amused to see four or 
five others, who had no chance of even a 
second prize, come sailing on after the four 
first^ as if they thought the race were still to 
be won. 

There was after this a general pour down 
to the Jardin, and the busy crowds passed away 
from our sight, the black hats and dresses of 
our Spanish and would-be Spanish water- 
drinkers mingling with the bright red jackets, 
girdles, and capulets of the natives. The 
capulet is, by-the-way, something between the 
mantilla and the Maltese faldette, and is no 
doubt a relic of the Moorish yashmak, which 
still may be seen at Bayonne, I am told. 

Nothing more appeared for some time, 
until, as we were looking up to the green 
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mountain nearest to the town, we descried the 
white shirts of four or five men ; they ap- 
peared, however, like mites climbing its rugged 
sides. It was interesting to observe them — 
at one time the second man appeared to be 
gainrug on the first, and we all thought he 
would beat him ; but no, the first man kept 
ahead, and in ten minutes from the moment 
of starting stood beside the umpire, who held 
and waved a tricolor flag on the summit, and 
within the prescribed , twenty minutes the 
second also reached the goal. Poor fellows,, I 
hope they were well rewarded for it, for it was 
no slight exertion to climb that hill-side in the 
blazing sunshine ! And as we watched them 
mounting the glassy slopes, or clambering 
over the rocky prominences that make a sort 
of staircase on its huge flanks, we grew out 
of breath, and seemed to feel with them 
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the changing exertion from the long stride 
that satisfactorily made use of the rocks to the 
shorty carefiil footsteps needed to avoid slipping 
on the burnt grass. Just at the last there 
was a fierce bit of climbing — ^hand, and foot, 
and knee, all preissed into the service. There 
is a ridge of rocks there, which forms, as it 
were, a sort of neck to the hill, after which 
the ascent is a slope to the summit, during 
which we lost sight of them for a few minutes, 
and they only re-appeared when victorious. 
They descended into our Place, where they 
were received with shouts and acdamations 
by the quickly-increasing crowd, already 
forming for a dance, called in the programme, 
Concours de Danses Ossalaises (Saut Basque). 
From my chair in the window I watched 
them very comfortably. These dances begin 
with a joining of hands in a circle, and moving 
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round to a well-marked air, something like a 
strathspey^but slower, and the step is not unlike 
that of the Scotch dances — that is the type to 
which it belongs. It is also accompanied by 
cries, and is like them, moreover, in this, that 
it is danced in time so true, that a deaf man 
might guess the measure. 

At the moment they scream they make the 
Savi Basque — a violent movement by which 
one leg describes a sweep in the air, and 
coming down receives the whole weight of the 
body, while the other is brought forward with 
a jerk. This is very faintly shadowed in the 
Pas de Basque taught in our dancing acade- 
mies, though the mechanism is the same. In 
the first dance — the Danse des Guides — the 
men alone took part, and they do dance 
beautifully. Their dress, too, is very pretty 
and picturesque — ^black, deep brown, or white 
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gaiters and shoes, black velvet knee-breeches, 
white waistcoats, and short sleeves, with a 
brilliant scarlet jacket hanging over the 
shoulder, a ceirdure of the same colour, 
and the brown herrely which is a flat stiff cap, 
quite round and brimless, with a scarlet loop 
and tassel. The hair is worn long and curling 
on their shoulders. The greatest dancer on 
this occasion was further adorned with a 
medal of some kind, and scarlet ribbons on 
his white waistcoat. He had evidently an eye 
for effect, and no small notion of his own 
merits. I observed that when they came to 
the single steps, which they dance in a ring, 
but separately, everyone kept at a respectful 
distance from him ; and when the dance was 
changed without his consent he disappeared, 
and was seen no more. It was rather difficult 
to distinguish whether the "Danse des 
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Montagnards " was a general or specific name. 
I myself think the former, and that it included 
not only the brilliant Danse des Guides, with 
the Saut Basque, which we saw first, but also 
the next, a slower, sadder step, in which 
the women took part — and the particularly 
pretty one that followed. 

In this last they stand alternately, a man and 
a woman, all in costume ; — the men as already 
described ; the women in closely-plaited dark 
woollen shirts, reaching to the ancle, with 
a short low bodice or stay over a yellow 
and red handkerchief — the capulet and a 
fold of muslin under it. They join hands, 
and, making two or three light' steps, ending 
in a demi- volte, face their partners "pour 
balancer"; the first man, taking his partner 
by the waist, looks as if he wished for a 
tour de vahe and could not get it, for he 
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immediately has to resume his position, and 
proceed with the moving chain. After this a 
sort of master of the ceremonies rang a bell, 
and announced that the Courses aux Anes 
would take place. This was followed by 
the Course aux Chevaux, an impromptu, 
and very bad. 

More dancing and a fire balloon continued 
the evening sports for the populace, just as 
the bourgcMsie began to repair to the 
H6tel des Princes for a concert and ball, 
which was, as Kaiser informed me, ^'sehr 
elegant.'' I hope she did not dance, for 
she makes one's teeth chatter when she 
crosses the room. 

Thus ended this long, hard-working day 
of amusement, during which the good 
humour was as uninterrupted as the sun- 
shine. All the gay world, who had been 
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filling the windows and lounging about to 
look at them, had now dispersed to recruit 
exhausted nature; while the actors in the 
scene may perhaps have gone away in de- 
tachments and returned, but appeared to be 
always en evidencey and not to think of rest, 
or eating or drinking ; whereas in England 
the roast beef and plum-pudding would 
certainly have been neither last nor least in 
the attractions of the day. One little tor- 
ment still survives, as a memorial of the 
24th of August, in the boys' pipes that 
scream like miniature but incessant steam- 
engines through the valley. 

One pleasant souvenir of Eaux-Bonnes 
must find a place here. 

The invalids whom I saw from my 
windows on the little Place, walking up 
and down during the intervals of taking 
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their glasses of water, were some young, 
some old, some gay, some grave, but all 
ill enough to excite compassion and sym- 
pathy. One lady, especially, and her com- 
panion, attracted my attention. The elder 
lady looked like an Englishwoman, the 
younger like a Russian. It proved that 
they were so ; that they had also noticed 
me at my window; and ere long I had 
the pleasure of making acquaintance with 
them both. The English lady was to be 
also our neighbour at Pau ; the younger, 
with her invalid mother, and a little sister 
and brother — ^the two children had danced 
the Pas des Montagnards beautifully — soon left 
Eaux-Bonnes for Paris, where, not knowing 
that the poor invalid had died soon after their 
arrival there, I hoped to meet them again. 
' And now the days were growing short 
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and cold ; evening rambles on the hills 
were given up, and I begged that evening 
visits to me might also be discontinued. 
Yet tourists poured daily into Eaux-Bonnes, 
intent on mountain excursions — now up the 
Pic du Gers, now further away by Eaux- 
Chaudes, and Gabas, into Spain. One 

adventurous Englishman, a friend of ours, 
was indeed going to escort his sister to 
Panticosa, and thence to CauterSts. They 
were both good' mountaineers, and clever, 
enterprising people ; but the weather, so 
uncertain in the mountains at t^is season, 
made it a very trying expedition, and 
they dissuaded our party from doing more 
than a visit to Gabas, which they accomplished 
on a glorious day early in September. 
The last glorious day we had; for the 
hills were soon snow-sprinkled — the cold 
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increased, and the mounts air became 
more difficult to breathe than ever. My 
dear Mother drove into Pau, and secured 
a charming house, in full view of the 
Pyrenees, to which we had become attached 
by our residence among them. I must 
not, however, attempt to say anything in 
detail, either of them or of Eaux-Bonnes ; 
for what can one see while only driving 
to Laruns, or carried to the Promenade 
Horizontale, or the Baths, in a Chaise h 
Porteurs f Beautiful effects, suddenly chang- 
ing, of light, and shade, and colour, on 
glorious mountains, for the nourishing of my 
own fancy; but nothing that could guide 
or interest other invalids there. 

Cheered by the arrival of another brother, 
we passed languidly through the first half 
of September; but now the higher points 
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were getting hoar-headed; the winds that 
swept down from them were chilling; the 
cold became— first pinching, then annoying, 
then severe; and we all thought longingly 
of the pretty house awaiting us at Pau, 
and of the softer air and longer hours 
of sunshine we should find farther from the 
mountains. 

I was truly thankful when G had 

seen enough of Eaux-Bonnes, and medi- 
tated a trip into Spain, with Godfrey, from 
Pan. Everyone was therefore ready to 
start; and on the 20th of September we 
followed our dear party, who had gone 
two days before to prepare for us. 

The story of my wanderings is perhaps 
not yet ended. Contrary to my expecta- 
tions, I performed this journey on a plank. 
But the history of the original plank is now 
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ended. It has rejoined its fellow, and con- 
tains my books, decorating the charming 
room that loving hands have' prepared for 
me; and reminding me, as so many other 
objects do, of the land they and I come 
from — fiussia. I lie on my sofa, looking 
at the lovely Pyrenees reflected in a large 
mirror. That mirror reflects also the many 
treasures around me — the alabaster, the 
malachite, the beautiful images, and gold 
lamp, above my head — ^the goblet and 
service pf Caucasian work, the coral rosary, 
and the turquoise ring on my hand — all, 
all speak, fondly speak, of happy days gone 
by — ahd of more than kind love and friend- 
ship, prized, words fail to express how 
fondly and how faithfully. 

Thus surrounded, I unwillingly close my 
little work, and bid it adieu! Adieu also 
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to you, kind, patient reader, who have 
bome with me so long! And adieu — oh, 
let it not be for ever! — ^to those dear, 
dear friends, those beautiful natures, who 
have made the words " Russia " and " Rus- 
sian" dear to me for evermore! Heaven 
bless you, dearly beloved, and be with 
you all! Amen. 

Maison Faisaet, 

Pau, October, 1869. 
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THE PINE. 

In the rugged North there standfl alone^ 

On naked peak, the pine. 
And dreams and waves as unseen winds 

His snow-stoled form incline. 

He dreams how afar in the distant land. 
Whence the morning sunshine brings. 

Sad and alone 'mid the burning plain, 
One lovely Palm-tree springs. 

Leemontov. 

(Viola, Tr.) 
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CLOUDS. 

Cloui>6 of Heaven^ eternal travellers, 
Pearl-threaded o'er the azure plain, 

Say, are ye, like me, exiled wanderers. 
The dear North longing to regain? 

Oh I what pursues you ? — Sentence dread ? 

Secret manoeuvre ? or open hate ? 
Or the venomed dart by Envy sped I 

Or the "friendly counsel," all too late? 

Oh, no I far above all cares are ye, 

Passion and grief to you. are strange. 
Eternally cold, eternally free, 

Nought is exile, nought home, in your 
ceaseless rang^• 

Lekmontov, 

(Viola, Tr.) 
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THE ANGEL. 

'Neath the midnight sky an angel wiiiiged his way, 
And sang a low sweet strain ; [lay, 

And moon, and stars, and clouds, aittentive to hb 
Came near — a reVrent train. 

Of the bright and innocent spirits he sang 

In Eden's bowers that stray ; 
Of the Infinite Grlorious God — and there rang 

No echo false in his lay. 

A ypnng sonl lay folded in his fond embrace. 

For this earth of grief and tears ; 
And his song, like a wordless melody, trace 

Left in that young soul's ears. 

Long lingered she on this earth, and she pined 
With wistful longings vain, [find 

And in none of earth's loveliest songs could she 
The charm of that heavenly strain. 

Lbrmontov. 

(Viola, Tb.) 
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A SAIL. 

White, on the dark-blue ocean mist, 

A lonely sail appears ; 
Wliat seeks she here on this distant shore ? 

Or what in her own land fears I 

The waves dash round her, the winds call loud, 

The tall mast bends and cries ; 
Alas I no happiness here doth she find. 

Nor yet from happiness flies. 

Behind her there glistens a wake of light, 

The sunbeams gild her crest, 
Oh I why will she tempests wild demand. 

As if storms alone brought rest? 

Lermontov. 

(Viola, Tb.) 
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A WISH. 



In scidptiired tomb I would not rest^ 
With vain magnificence around. 

Shut out from those I love the best. 
And trusted to the death-cold ground. 

Nor would I be embalmed, and lie 
A check on all their heedless glee. 

Of life a ghastly mockery, 
In annual e^>^taole to be. 

Nor would I choose (tho' that were gain) 
'Neath the old yew beside the stream, 

That spot, when shadows of our fane 

Fall 'thwart the moon-beams' silver gleam. 

There, it is true, the thought of me 
Oft in each gentle heart might rise. 

And still, whene'er they came to pray. 
Win a soft glance from those dear eyes. 

VOL. II. 8 
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I would not in their garden lie, 
Though nearer to their daily life, 

Though there, with sweetest minstrelsy^ 
From those dear lips, the air be rife. 

Nol let me rather shrink away, 
Till by the spicy flame consumed ; 

Then let a hand belovM lay 
Mine ashes in a fold perfumed. 

And this the warm and beating heart. 

For. ever on its pulses wear; 
So might I still my loving part 

In all its joys and sorrows bear! 

(Viola, Tr.) 
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THE ROCK AND THE WAVE. 

Seest thou that proud and beauteous rock, 
The sunshine gilding her fair head ; 

While at her feet, with sudden shock, 
The ocean calls upon its dead? 

Come, wander here next century. 

That rock shall hold its own no more ; 

The sea shall boast its gluttony. 
And feast upon a crumbled shore. 

Ah me I — ^it doth remind of one 
Whose tale too often^ sadly true, 

Proves but how weak is pride alone. 
How strong — a fervour ever new 1 

Like some fair rock, in radiance grave. 
The sky and sea with smiles did greet ; 

He, like the restlesd, longing wave, 
Betumed for ever to her feet. 

S2 



260 YEBSES AND TRANSLATIONS 

But never could he reach her thought, 
Nor gain the slightest smile from her ; 

While sunshine all around her brought 
The wooing of the summer air. 

But once when summer southwards flew. 
Once when the sky was overcast. 

He did his daily vow renew — 
She leapt into his arms at last. 

Viola. 
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THE THOENE-STAFFE. 

^^ Thou bent and stricken, wearie Thome, 
The blasts and bolts that thou hast borne 
Have overcome thy glance of pride, 
Yea, reft thee blossoms silver-eyed 1 '* 

Thus did I sing thee, wearie Thome, 
And counte the tempests thou hadst borne ; 
Finding therein a likeness strange, 
To one I knowe — one life of change. 

Yet wert thou wreathfed erst so gaye. 
They claimed thee for the bonnie Maye ; 
And bid thee be that month's owne tree — 
Alas I how all is changed for thee 1 

So was it with that childe of Maye, 
Whose life is haunting me to-daye ; 
Like thine it promised flower and sheen. 
But bent and faded now 'tis seen. 
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Yet from thj knotty boughs they take 
A fragmente, reliqueHStaff to make^ — 
To aide the Pilgrim to the shrine. 
Or to the grave, poor Thome — ^be thine I 

A Staffe some feeble foote to aide, 
To holy roode, or saintely shade 1 — 
Oh, mighte such be that childe of Maye, 
Whose life is haunting me to-daye ! 

Viouw. 

Sept. 1, 1859. 
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THE DOVE. 

^' Nay, child, harm not the gentle dove. 

For man 'tis no fit food — 
The Image of the Mind above. 

The Angel of the Flood ! ** 

*' But, mother, we have nought in store. 

No cashia, quass, nor meal ; 
The stove, alas, we heat no more, 

How cold the walls now feel I 

^^ You will not yet th' intendant seek. 
Nor help from our good lord f 

'^True, child, and thou art pale and weak, 
Yet list the sacred Word. 

" When first the earth 'neath waters lay, 

The Spirit moved above ; 
So later, in the deluge-day. 

Hovered the gentle dove I 
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^ Doves to the sacrificial knife 

The holy Virgin gave ; 
Her blessed Child's diviner life 

For ends divine to save. 

** He rose^ baptized on Jordan's shore ; 

The Spirit, like a dove, 
Hovered while all, transfixed with awe, 

A Voice heard from above I 

'^ For this it is a sacred bird, 

So let it, love, go free ; 
And listen, if thou ne'er hast heard. 

What it once wrought for thee. 

" Thou hast forgot that dreary day. 

Some winters now gone past, 
When Dachia all expiring lay. 

Each breath might seem the last I 

^^ ^ Bring, bring the doves, oh, bring them near!' 
The doctor cried in haste — 
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* Conyulfled she lies — ^I almost fear 
The moment maj be past I 

" Cover with darkest curtain roimd, 
Breathe forth the ardent prayer; 

Be hushed each vain and worldly soimd. 
And bring the pigeons near.' 

" We brought the pigeons quickly near, 
My little child revived ; 
The bird seemed all convulsed with fear, 
It died — ^my Dachia lived 1" 

'^ Oh, mother, had I all this known, 

I ne'er the dove had ta'en ; 
See, see I already it is flown. 

Already free again I 

** And we? — there's nothing left in store. 

Nor cashia, quass, nor meal ; 
Yet still 'tis better than before, 

Less cold and faint we feel I " 
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'^ThankB for your moral, pretty maid," 

A Btranger voice replied ; 
<< And thanksi fair madame, should be paid 

For teaching sweet supplied." 

^ A stranger in your land I came, 

Its tongue and lore to learn ; 
And other lore, by other name, 

I found — ^'tis now my turn. 

^^ Take this, and fill your empty store 
With cashia, quass, and meal ; 

And bid the stove give out once more 
The glow you long to feel." 

Then homeward wand'ring he thought, 

" How lovely a belief. 
So strong, that to a child it brought, 

Mid hunger-pangs, relief. 

*^How lovely 1 — ^that, as Heavenly Love 
Our sorrows bears away, 
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We on its guileless emblem-dove 
Our mortal pangs may laj I 

'^ In my own land, in days of yore, 

When men both wept and prayed. 
This care, when failed their simple lore, 

They oft and oft assayed. 
i 
^^ There was a wisdom in that thought, 

If, amid all their care, 
While trembling pigeons near were brought. 

They felt ' The Lord is here V " 
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AVIGNON CEMETERr. 

Lo I where she rests I beside the flowiog Bhone. 

Pure spirit ! here she gently lidd down life, 

Here severed the sweet bands of earthly home, . 

To find a heavenly I Here her cross 

Became a pahn of victory ! — ^They were 

A family of altar-hearts ; each wish, 

Each passion, offered at the shrine. And e'en 

The youngest infants — acolytes — did waft 

To heaven the wreathing incense-clouds of prayer. 

The one sweet daughter, 'mid that cherub band. 

First summoned, in her early promise, died; 

The mother next, resigned but stricken, drooped. 

Soon followed ; and her deep-eyed fragile boy 

Not long survived her. 

A sweet infant pair 
Yet lived, the father's heart to charm and soothe ; 
But in one little week these two were ta'en ! 
Then quenched were all the fires of love. 
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And lone, familiar places, — ^the sweet babes 
No more, earth's acolytes, might aid and tend 
The household altar-fires — ^yet burned they still. 
Bright with the offerings of Faith and Woe; 
And clouds of sweetest incense now became, 
As erst the children's prayers — ^their memory I 

Viola. 
Aug. 8, 1859. 
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THE FOUNT— SEPARATION. 

Amid the deepest, leafiest gladea. 

Forth from a rock, in silver jet, 
It leapt, a sparkling fount, and played 

Down in a wayward rivulet. 

Two children, joyful in its glee, 

Leapt too, and praised the rock, the source : 
" Oh, lovely crystal spring I Lo, we 

May join hands o'er its tiny course ! " 

And down each floweiHspangled side. 
They follow, joyous, hand in hand ; 

Ah me ! ' tis getting far too wide. 
Their finger-tips may scarcely blend ! 

Yet, joyous, laughing, on they press, 
And lightly tread each sandy shore ; 

Their tones supply the gay caress, 
Their little hands can give no more I 
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But louder sounds the rolling flood, 
A broken word or two they hear ; 

Still, eager footsteps print the mud, 
And childish laughter rings out clear I 

And now across the reedy banks 

They can but kiss the hand, or wave. 

Fond signals meant for love or thanks. 
Like those some parting vessel gavel 

And now in vain they strive to see. 
In vain they dash the tears away ; 

^^ The stream rolls onward to the sea. 
And we are parted then for aye I " 

TOUBGUENBV. 

(Viola, Tb.) 

THE END. 
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elegance of type nor its completeness of illustration, but in its authenticity, which is insured 
bv the letter- press being always kept standing, and by immediate alteration being made 
wl)enever any change takes place, either by death or otherwise, amongst the nobility of the 
United Kingdom. The work has obtained the special patronage of Her Most Gracious 
Majesty, and of His Royal Highness the Prince Consort, which patronage has never been 
better or more worthily bestowed." — Messenger, 

" • Lodge's Peerage and Baronetage' has become, as it were, an 'institution ' of this 
conirtry ; in other words, it is indispensable, and cannot be done without, by any person 
having business in the great world. The authenticity of this valuable work, as regards the 
sereral topics to which it refers, has never been exceeded, and, consequently, it must be 
receivcH) as one of the most important contributions to social and domestic history extant. 
As a book of reference — iiidispensible in most cases, useful in all— it should be in the 
hands of every one having connections in, or transactions with, the aristocracy. "—06«erv«r . 
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LODGE'S GENEALOGY OF THE PEERAGE AND 

BARONETAGE OP THE BRITISH EMPIRE. A N«w and Rbvisbd 
Edition. Umform with " Thb Pbbkagb" Volume, with the armi 
beautifully engraved, handsomely boBod with gilt edgea, price 31s. 6d. 

The desire very geaerdly manifested for a republieation of this volume has 
dictated the present entire revision of its contents. The Armorial Bearings 
prefixed to the History of each Noble Family, render the work complete in 
itself and uniform with the Volume of Thb Pbbraob, which it is intended to 
accompany and illustrate. The object of the whole Work, in its two distinct 
yet combined characters, has been useful and correct information; and the 
careful attention devoted to this object throughout will, it is hoped, render the 
Work worthy of the August Patronage with which it is honoured and of the 
liberal assistance accorded by its Noble Correspondents, and will secure from 
them and from the Public, the same cordial reception it has hitherto experienced. 
The great advantage of ** The Genealogy" being thus given in a separate volume, 
Mr. iiodge has himself explained in the Preface to ** The Peerage/' 

EPISODES OF FEENCH HISTOEY DURING THE 

CONSULATE AND FIRST EMPIRE. By MISS PARDOE, author of 
** The Life of Marie de Medicis,*' &c. 2 vols. 21s. 
«* We reeonme n4 Bftss Pardoe** ' Episodes* as rery pleasant reading. They cannot 
fall to enterlaia and Inatract.**— CWtfe. 

** One or the most amusing and instrttetlve boolcs Miss Pardoe has ever given to the 
pnblic.'* — Mettenget. 

** In this lively and agreeable book BCiss Pardoe gives a fair picture of the society ot 
Che times, which has never been treated in a more interesting and pleasant manner."— 
Ckromieie. 

THE LIFE AM) TIMES OF GEORGE VILUERS, 

DUKE OF BUCKINGIi \M. By MRS. THOMSON, Author of " The 
Life of the Duchess of"»Iarlhorough,'* " Memoirs of Sir W. Raleigh," &c. 
With Portrait. (Just Read^.) 

THE LIVES OF PHILIP HOWARD, EARL OF 

ARUNDEL, AND OF ANNE DACRES, HIS WIPE. Edited from the 
Original MSS. By the DUKE OF NORFOLK, E.M. 1 vol. antique. 

" These biographies will be read arlth Interest. They thrair valuable light on the 
social habits and the freralent fefellags of the ElUabethaa age."— Literary Gazette. 

MEMOIfiS OF BERANGEB. WSITTEN BT HIM- 

SELF. EN6LI8H Copyright Edition. Second Edition, with numerous 

Additional Anecdotes and Notes, hitherto unpublished. 8vo. with Portrait. 

** This is the Copyright Translation of Stranger's Biography. It appears in a handsome 
rolume, and is worthy of all praise as an honest piece of work. In this occount bf his liie, 
the Pott displays all the mingled gaiety and earnestness, the warm-hearted sincerity. 
Inseparable from his character. He tells, with an exquisite aimplicity, the story of his early 
years. His life, he says, is the fairest commentary on hia "ongs, therefore be writes it. 
The charm of the narrative is altogether fresh. It includes a variety of cha$uofu, now first 
printed, touching closely on the personal history of which they form a part, shrewd sayings, 
and, aa the field of action in life widens, many sketcheaof contemporaries, and ftree judgments 
upon men and things. There is a full appendix to the Memoir, rich in letters hitherto 
unpvblished, and in information which completes the story of Stranger's life. The book 
mkMddbenndhftAl."—Eramiuef. '^' . 
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THE BOOK OF OKDEBS OF KNIGHTHOOD, AND 

DECORATIONS OF HONOUR OF ALL NATIONS ; COMPRISING 
AN HISTORICAL ACCOUNT OF EACH ORDER, MILITARY, NAVAL 
AND CIVIL; with lists of the Knights and Companions of each British 
Order. EMBBLLfSHso with Fits Hundred Fac-simile Coloured 
Illustrations of the Insignia of the Various Orders. Edited 
bj SIR BERNARD BURKE, Ubter King of Anns. 1 roL royal 8to., 
handsomely boond, with gilt edges, price Jb2. 2!b. 

*'This Taluable and attractlre work may claim the merit of being tiie best of its kind. 
It i* so compreiiensire In Its cliaracter, and so elegant in its style, ttiat it far outstrips aU 
competitors. A fall historical aecoant of the orders of erery coontry is giren, with lists of 
the Knights and Companions of each British Order. Among the most attractive featnres of 
the work are the illustrations. They are nnmerons and beantifal, highly coloured, and 
giving an exact representation of the different decorations. The origin of each Order, the 
rules and regulations, and the duties incumbent on hs members, are all given at fall 
length. The fact of the work being under the snpervirion of Sir Bernard Burke, and endorsed 
by his authority, gives it another recommendation to the public favour.'*— Sam 

" This is, indeed, a splendid book. It is an uncommon combination of a library book 
of reference and a book for a boudoir, undoubtedly uniting beauty and utility. It gives a 
skftch of the foundation and history of all recognised decorations of honour, among all 
nations, arranged in alphabetical order. The fac-smAles of the insignia are well drawn and 
coloured, and present a brilliant effect. Sir Bernard Burke has done his work well ; and 
this book of the quintessence of the aristocracy wttl soon find Its p>lac« in every library and 
drawing .room." — .Olobe 

JOURNAL OF AN ENGLISH OFFICER IN INDIA. 

By MAJOR NORTH, 60th Rifles, Deputy Judge Advocate-General, and 
Aide-de-Campto General Harelock. I vol. with portrait. 

" We must commend Major's North's ' Journal ' to universal approbation. It is manly 
in tone, noble in expression, and full of feeling, alike honoarable to the soldier and aad 
gallant profession. When we state that the book tells of the progress of the Uon-hearted 
Havelock's little band which relieved Locknow, and is the first faithful record of the deeds 
of arms performed by that phalanx of heroes, we have said enough to cause it to be read, 
we are convinced, by every person who can avail himself of the opportunity of learning 
what were the hardships of bis countrymen, and how immense were the sacrifices they 
made to save the English besieged inhabitants from a repetition of the atrocities of Cawn- 
pore. We have as yet seen no book connacted with the Indian mutiny whidi ban given ue 
so much gratification as Mi^r North's JoumaL"— Jfessei^grer. 

EASTERN HOSPITALS ANB ENGLISH NURSES; 

The Narrative of Twelve Months' Experience in the Hospitals oi Koulali 
and Scutari. By A LADY VOLUNTEER. Third and Cheaper Edition, 
1 vol. post 8vo. with Illustrations, 6s. bound. 

" The story of the noble deeds done by Miss Nightingale and her devoted sisterhood 
will never be more effectively told than in the beautiful narrative contaiaed in these 
volumes." — John Bull. 

PICTURES OF SPORTING LIFE AND CHARACTER. 

By LORD WILLIAM LENNOX. 2 vols, with lUustratioiis. 21s. 

" This work may be characterised as a perfect synopsis of English sports in the 19th 
century. Were the whole of the books previously written on the subject destroyed, Lord 
William Lennox's alone would preserve a lifelike picture of the sports aud amusements of 
our age. Tbe volumes will be read with intense enjoyment by mnltiiudeSf for their author 
is an accomplished litterateur, who has known how to vary his theme so skillfully and to 
intersperse it with so many anecdotes and personal recollections of England's most distin- 
guished men, that even those who arc not thenselvei given to sport will be deeply interested 
in the light he throws upon English SQdttj.^-^JttMf rated Newaqfihe Wi»ld. 
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THE COUNTESS OF BONNEVAL: HEK LIFE AND 

LETTERS. By LADY GEORGIANA FULLERTON. 2 vols. 21s. 

** The whole work form one of those touching itpries which create ft lasting im- 
pression ."—ilffteiuemm. 

**Tbe life of the Count de Bonneval is a page in historf, bat it reads like a romance i 
that of the Coantess, removed from irar and politics, never oversteps the domestic sphere, 
yet Is eqtially rumatitic and singular. An accomplished writer has taken up the threads of 
this modest life, and brought out her tme character in a very interesting and animated me- 
moir. The story of the Countess of Booaeval is related with tha happy art and grace 
which so characterise the author.**— 17. S. Magaxme. 

THE LIFE OF MAUXE DE MEDIGIS, QUEEN OF 

FRANCE, Consort ov Hanrt IV., and Regent under Louis XIIL 
By MISS PARDOE. Second Edition. 3 vols. 8vo. Portraits. 

IXTEMOIRS OF THE BAEONESS FOBEBEIEGH, 

Illustrative of the Secret History of the Courts of France, 
Russia, and Germany. Written by HERSELF, and Edited by Her 
Grandson, the COUNT DE MONTBRISON. 3 vols, post 8vo. 158. 

'* The Baroness d'Oberkirch being the Intimate friend of the Empress of Russia, wife of 
Paul I., and the confidential companioo of the Dvcheos of Bourbon, her facilities for 
obtaining information respecting the most private affairs of the principal Courts of Europe, 
reader her Memoirs unrivalled as a book of interesting anecdotes of the royal, noble and 
other celebrated individuals who flourished on the continent during the latter part of the 
iast century. The volumes form a valuable addition to the personal history of an important 
period. They deserve general popnltDntyV—Bttitjf Newt, 

MEMOIRS OF RACHEL. 2 toIs. with Portrait. 21s. 

"A book sure to attract public attention, and well meriting it.'* — Globe, 

SCOTTISH HEROES IN THE DAYS OF WALLACE 

AND BRUCE. By the Rkv. A. LOW, A.M. 2 yolii. post 8vo. 

MEMOIRS AND CORRESPONDENCE OF MAJOR 

GENERAL SIR W. NOTT, 6.C.B., CoMifANDsa of the Army op 
Candahar, and Envot ai* thb Court or Lucknow. 2 vols. 8vo. 
vith Portrait. 16i. bound. 

RULE AND MISRULE OF THE ENGLISH IN 

AMBBICA. By the Author of '« SAM SLICK." 2 vols, post 8vo. 

** We conceive tbis woric to be by far the most valuable and important Judge Haliburtoa 
iias ever written. Wiiile teeming with interest, moral and historical, to the general reader, 
it equally constitutes a philosophical study for the politician and statesman. It will be found 
to let in a flood af light upon the actual origin, fornsation, and progress of the republic of 
the United Stat«8.*'~Araea/ tmd MilUary Gazette. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF WEST END LIFE; WITH 

SKETCHES OF SOCIETY IN PARIS, INDIA, &c. By MAJOR CHAMBER 
late 17th Lancers. 2 vols, with portrait of George IV. 

** We find in Major Chambre's liveiy slcetches a mass of amusing anecdotes relating to 
yeraona eminent fn their day for their position, wtt, and political reputation. All that 
celatas to George IV. wiU he read wiihlitteDtioa and iaterest.**— Jret«efi^«r. 
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THE UPPER and LOWIOLAMOOB; ANABRATIVE 

OF TRAVEL AND ADVENTURE. By T. W. ATKINSON. Author of 
" ORIENTAL and WESTERN SIBERIA" With Map and nmneroos 
lUastrationt. (In the Pres».J 

SIXTEEN YEARS OF AN ARTIST'S LIFE IN 

MOROCCO, SPAIN, AND THE CANARY ISLANDS. By MRS. 
ELIZABETH MURRAY. 2 yds. 8yo. with Coloored lUiutrations. 

•* If ra. Unmif, wife, we believe, of the English Coarol at TeneriiFe, is one of the Ant of 
female Enclieli Water Colour AitlaU. She draw* well, and her colovr i« bright, pore, tranv- 

fiareot,aod sparkling. Her book Is like her painting, Inminous, rich and fresh. We welcome 
; (as the public wiU also do) with sincere pleaaarc. It is a hearty book, written by a clever, 
qulck-Bighted, and thonghtftal woman, who, slipping a steel pen on the end of her brush, 
thus doubly armed, uses one end as well as the other, being with both a bright colourer, 
and accnrate describer af colours, outlines, sensations, landscapes and things. In a word, 
Mrs. If array Is a derer artist, who writes forcibly and agreeabIy.*'-^JMeiueuflM. 

"Urs. Blisabeth llorray is known to the artistic world as the principal star of the 
Female Exhibition of Paintings. She left England as she tells us, at eighteen, with all the 
hopes and aspirations of an artist before her. At Morocco she becomes the wife of a gentle- 
man who Is successively Consul at Tangters and TenerifTe. She has. In consequence, peco- 
liar advantages for the observation of Moorish and Spanish society, and as she possesses 
great observation and wields the pen as cleverly as the pencil, she has produced a book not 
•oiy of Interest, bat of Importence. In every way, whether descriptive or anecdotal, the 
work claims to be placed amongst the very best works of travel in the English Laa. 
goaga.'*— CAnmfefa. 

BEVELATIONS OF PRISON LIFE; WITH AN EN- 

auiHT INTO Prison Discipline and Sbconoakt Punishments. By 
GEORGE LAVAL CHESTERTON, 25 Yean Goyernor of the House of 
Correction at Cold- Bath Fields. Third Edition, Revised. 1 toL 

*■ Mr. Chesterton has had a rare experience of human frailty. He has lived with the 
felon, the former, the iorette, the vagabond, the morderieri has looked into the darkest 
sepulchres of the heart, without finding reaaon to despair of mankind. In bis belief tbe 
worst of men have still some of the angel left. Such a testimony from snch a quarter is fall 
of novelty as it is of interest. As a curious bH of human history these volumes are remark- 
able. They are very real, very simple; dramatic without exaggeration, philoaopbic without 
being dnlL'*— Jf Aenmrn. 

THE OLD COURT SUBURB; OR, MEMORIALS OF 

KENSINGTON; Rkgal, Critical, and Anscdotical. By LEIGH 
HUNT. Second Edition. 2 vols, post 8to. 

**A delightful book. It wlU be welcome to all readers, wad moat welcome to those 
who have a love for the best kinds of reading."— JEjra«<iMr. 

MY EXILR BT ALEXANDER HERZEN. 2 vok. 

"Mr. Hersen's narrative, ably and nnafTeetedly written, and undoubtedly authentic, is 
indeed superior in Interest to nine-tenths of the existing works on Rnasia.**— ^MeiNntak 

A PRACTICAL GUIDE IN OBTAINING PROBATES, 

ADMINISTRATIONS, &c., in Her Majesty's Court ef Prohate; tiith 
numerous Precedents. By EDWARD WEATHERLY, of Doctor's Com- 
mons. Dedicated, hy permission, to* the Right Hon. Sir Crbsswell 
Cmsswsll, Judge of the New Court of Probate. Cheaper Edition. 12s 

'A most valuable book. Its contents' are very diversttfcd^meeting almost every 
use."— 5o/tct/or'« JoiMiM/. 
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OKEENTAL AND WESTERN SIBERIA; A NAR- 

KATiYB OF Seven Tears' Explorations and Adventures in Siberia, 
Mongolia, the Kirghis Steppes, Chinese Tartart, and Central 
Asia. By THOMAS WITLAM ATKINSON. In one large volume, 
royal 8vo., Price £2, 28., elegantly bound. Embellished witb upwards 
of 50 Illustrations, including numerous beautifully coloured plates, from 
drawings by the Author, and a map. 

"By TlrtiM alike of Its text and lU pictaret, we place this book of travel !n the flret 
rank among those illoatrated gift-books now so oncb sought by the public. Mr. Atkinson's 
book is most readable. The geographer finds In It notice of ground heretofore left 
nndescribed, the ethnologist^ geologist, and botanist, find notes and pictures, too, of which 
they know the Talue, the sportman's taste is gratified by chronicles of sport, the lover of 
adventure will find a number of perils and escapes to hang over, and the lover of a frsnk 
good-humoured way of speech will find the book a pleasant one in every page. Seven 
years of wandering, thirty-nine thousand five hundred miles of moving to and f^o in a wild 
•ad almost uniraown country, should yield a book worth reading, and they do." — Examiner, 

*'A book of travels which in value and sterling Interest must take rank as a landmark 
in geographical literature. Its coloured Illustrations and wood engravings are of a high 
order, and add a great charm to the narrative. Mr. Atkinson has travelled where it Is 
believed no European has been before. He has seen natqre in the wildest, sublimest, and 
also the most beautiful aspects the old world can present. These he has depicted by pen 
and pencil. He has done both well. Many a fireside will rejoice in the determination which 
converted the artist Into an author. Mr. Atkinson Is a thorough Englishman, brave and 
accomplished, a lover of adventure and sport of every kind. He knows enough of mineralogy, 
geology, and botany to impart a scientific Interest to his descriptions and drawings i 
possessing a keen sense of humour, he tells many a racy story. The sportsman and tba 
lover of adventure, whether by flood or field, will find ample stores in the stirring tales of 
his interesting travels."— Doi/y Nem, 

"An animated and Intelligent narrative, appreciably enriching the literature of English 
travel. Mr. Atkinson's sketches were made by express permission of the late Emperor of 
Russia. Perhaps no English artist was ever before admitted into this enchanted land of 
history, or provided with the talisman and amulet of a general passport j and well has Ma. 
Atkinson availed himself of the privilege. Our extracU will have served to illustrate th« 
originality and variety of Mr. Atkinson's observations and adventures during his protracted 
wanderings of nearly forty thousand miles. Mr. Atkinson's pencil was never Idle, snd he 
has certainly brought home with him the forms, and colours, and other characteristics of a 
most extraordinary diversity of groups and scenes. As a sportsman Mr. Atkinson enjoyed 
a plenitude of excitement. His narrative is well stored with incidents of adventure. 
His ascent of the Blelouka is a chapter of the most vivid romance of travel, yet it Is less 
attractive than his relations of wanderings across the Desert of Gobi and up the Tangnoa 
Chain."— il«*efM«m. 

'*We predict that Mr. Atkinson's 'Siberia* will very often assume the shape of a 
Christmas Present or New Tear's Gift, as It possesses, in an eminent degree, four very 
precious and suitable qualities for that purpose,— namely, usefulness, elegance, instruction 
and novelty. It is a work of great value, not merely on account of Its splendid Illustrations, 
but for the amount it contains of authentic and highly interesting intelligence concerning 
regions which. In all probability, has never, previous to Mr. Atkinson's explorations, been 
visited by an European. Mr. Atkinson's adventures are told in a manly style. The valuable 
and interesting information the book contains, gathered at a vast expense, is lucidly 
arranged, and altogether the work is one that the anthor-artist may well be proud of, and 
with which those who study it cannot fail to be delighted."— JoAn Bull. 

** To the geographer, the geologist, the ethnographer, the sportsman, and to those who 
read only for amusement, this will be an acceptable volume. Mr. Atkinson is rot only an 
adventurousHraveller, but a correct and amusing writer."— Literary Oaxeite, 
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TRAVELS IN EASTERN AFRICA, WITH THE 

NARRATIVE OP A RESIDENCE IN MOZAMBIQUE : 1856 to 1859. 
Bf LYONS McLEOD, Esq. F.R.G.S.. &c Late British Consul in Mo« 
ztmbiqae. 2 vols. With Map and lUiutrations. 

A JOURNEY ON A PLANK FROM KIEV TO EAXJX- 

BONNES. By LADY CHARLOTTE PEPYS. 2 vols, with lUastra- 
tioni. 211. (Jutt Beady), 

LAKE N6AMI; OB EXPLORATIONS AliD BIS- 

CGVIKIU DURINO FoUR YbaRs' WaNDBRINGS IN THIS WiLDS OF 

South.Wbstern Africa. By CHARLES JOHN ANDERSSON. 1 voL 
royal 8vo., with Map and upwards of 50 Illustrations, representing Sport- 
ing Adventures, Subjects of Natural History, &c. Second Edition. 

"ThltnarratiTeof African explorations and diacoreries fa one of the moat important 
geographical works that have lateiy appeared. It contains the acconnt of two jonmeya 
made between the years 18A0 and 1864, in the first of which the countriea of the Damaras 
and the OTambo, previously scarcely known In Europe, were explored; and in the second 
the newly-discorered Lake Ngami was reached by a route that had been deemed imprac- 
ticable, but which proves to be the shortest and the best. The work contains much scientific 
and accurate information as to the geology, the scenery, products, and resources of the 
regions explored, with notices of the religion, manners, and customs of the native tribes. 
The continual sporting adventures, and other remarkable occurrences, intermingled with 
Che narrative of travel, make the book aa intereating to read as a romance, as, indeed, a 
good book of travels ought always to be. The illustrations by Wolf are admirably designed, 
and most of them represent scenes as striking as any witneaaed by Julea Gerard or Gordoa 
Gumming.*'— Lt^enuy Otueette. 

THE OXONIAN IN THELEMABEEN; OR, NOTES 

OF Traybl in Sodth-We8tern Norway, with Glancrs at thr 

Lboendart Lore of that District. By the Rev. F. METCALFE 

M.A., Fellow of Lincoln College. 2 vols, with illustrations. 

"This new book Is as lively as Us predecessor, its matter la as good, or better. The 
intermixture of legends and traditiona wiih the notes of travel adds to the real value of the 
work, and strengthens its claim on a public that desires to be amused.**— £«aminef. 

THE OXONIAN IN NOB WAT ; OR, NOTES OF 

Excursions in that Country. By the Rev. F. METCALFE, M.A., 
Fellow of Lincoln College, Oxford. Ne«y and Cheaper Edition, remedy 

1 vol. post 8vo., with Map and additional Illustrations. 

'*lfr. Metcalfe*s book is as full of facts and interesting information as it can hold) and 
is interlarded with racy anecdotes. Some of these are highly original and entertaining. 
More than this, it is a truly valuable work, containing a fund of information on the atatistica, 
politics, aud religion of the countries visited.**— fiteeJrapoo^sJfafaffMie. 

SIX YEARS IN RUSSIA. BT AN ENGLISH LADY. 

2 vols, post 8vo. with Illustrations. 2 Is. boilhil. 
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A SUMIffiER AND WINTER IN THE TWO SICILIES. 

By JULIA KAVANAGH, Author of " NathaUe," " Adele," &c. 2 voIb. 
post 8vo. with illustrations, 21s. bound. 

" Mi«8 Kavanagh is a woman of geniua and imagination. She has a graceful and 
biiiliant pen, much observation of character, and a Iceeii eye for the aspects of nature. Her 
volumes contain much that is new. They are among the pleasantest volumes of travel we 
have lately met with, and we can cordially recommend them. Readers will find in these 
volumes the glow and colour of Italian skies, the rich and passionate beauty of Italian 
scenery, and the fresh simplicity of Southern life touched by the hand of an artist, and 
described by the perceptions of a warm-hearted and sympathising woman." — The Pros. 

THE JEWS IN THE EAST. BY THE REV. P. 

BEATON, M.A. From the German of Dr. Frankl. 2 vols. 21s. 

** Those persons who are curious in matters connected with Jerusalem and its inhabit- 
ants, are strongly recommended to read this woric, which contains more information than is 
to be found in a dozen of the usual books of travel."— 7^'mM. 

** This book will richly reward perusal. We cordially recommend the narrative for 
solid Information given from an unusual point of view, for power of description, for 
lacident, and for details of manners, domestic habits, traditions, &c.," — Qlobe. 

** A very interestiug work, one of the most original books of modern travel, that w« 
hacre encountered for a long time.** — John Bull. 

CHOW-CHOW; BEING SELECTIONS FROM A JOUR- 

NAL KEPT IN INDIA, &c. By the VISCOUNTESS FALKLAND. 
New and Revised Edition, 2 vols. 8vo., with Illustrations. 2 Is. 

"Lady Falkland's work may be read with interest and pleasure, and the reader will rise 
Arom the perusal instructed as well as amused.'* — Athetuntm, 

A PERSONAL NARRATIVE OF THE DISCOVERY 

OF THE NORTH-WEST PASSAGE with Numerous Incidents of Travel 
and Adventure during nearly Five Years' Continuous Service in the Arctic 
Regions while in Search of the Expedition under Sir John Franklin. By 
ALEX. ARMSTRONG, M.D., R.N., late Surgeon and Naturalist of H.M.S 
• Investigator.' 1 vol. With Map and Plate, IGs. 

** This book Is sure to take a prominent position In every library in which works of 
discovery and adventure are to be met with."— i>at7y News, 

THE WANDERER IN ARABIA. BY G. T. LOWTH, 

Esd. 2 vols, post 8vo. with Illustrations. 128. 
''Mr. Lowth has shown himself in these volumes to be an intelligent traveller, a keen 
olMerver of nature, and an accomplished artist.**— Po<<. 

SPORTING ADVENTURES IN THE NEW WORLD; 

OR, DAYS AND NIGHTS OF MOOSE HUNTING IN THE PINE 
FORESTS OF ACADIA. By CAMPBELL HARDY, Royal Artillbry. 
2'vols. post 8vo. with illustrations. 12s. 

"A spirited record of sporting adventures, very entertaining and well worthy the atten- 
tion of all sportsmen who desire some fresher field than Europe can afford them." — Press. 

A PILGRIMAGE INTO DAUPHINE; WITH A VISIT 

TO THB Monastery of the Grande CHARTREtSB, and Anecdotes, 
Incidents, and Sketches from Twenty Departments of Francs. 
By the REV. G. M.-MUSGRAVE, A.M. 2 vols, with Illustrations. 
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FAMILT ROMANCE; OB, DOMESTIC ANNAI^ OF 

THE ARISTOCRACY. BT SIR BERNARD BURKE, Ulster Kino of 
Arms. 2 voU. post 8vo. 2 Is. 

Among the many other interesting legends and romantic family histories com- 
prised ill these volumes, will be found the following: — The wonderful narrative 
of Maria Stella, Lady Newborough, who claimed on such strong evidence to be 
a Princess of the House of Orleans, and disputed the identity of Louis Philippe — 
The story of the humble marriage of the beautiful Countess of Strathmore, and 
the sufferings and fate of her only child— The Leaders of Fashion, from Gramont 
to D'Orsay — The rise of the celebrated Baron Ward, now Prime Minister at 
Parma — The curious claim to the Earldom of Crawford — The Strange Vicissitudes 
of our Great Families, replete with the most romantic details — The story of the 
Kirkpatricks of Closebum (the ancestors of the French Empress), and the re- 
markable tradition associated with them — The Legend of the Lambtons — ^The 
verification in our own time of the famous prediction as to the Earls of Mar — 
Lady Ogilvy's escape—The Beresford and Wynyard ghost stories, &c. 

"It were impoMible to pralte too highly M a work of amusement these two most la- 
teresting Yolames, wbether we should have regard to Its excellent plan or its not less es> 
eellent execution. The volumes are just what ought to be found on every drawing-room Uble. 
Here you have nearly fifty captivating romances with the pith of all their interest preserved 
in undiminished poignancy, and any one may be read in half an hour. It is not the least of 
tbeir merlta that the romances are founded on fact— or wbat, at least, has been handed down 
for truth by long tradition — and the romance of reality far exceeds the romance of fiction. 
Each story is told in the clear, unaffected style with which the authoc,*8 former worka 
bare made the public familiar.*'— 5to«i^ar€{. 

THE BOMANCE OF THE FORUM ; OB, NABRA- 

TIVES, SCENES, AND ANECDOTES FROM COURTS OF JUSTICE. 
SECOND SERIES. BT PETER BURKE, Esq., of the Inner Temple 
Barrister.at.Law. 2 vols, post Svo. 128. 

PRINCIPAL CONTENTS :— Lord Crichton's Revenge— The Great Donglaa 
Cause — Lord and Lady Kinnaird — Marie Delorme and Her Husband — The 
Spectral Treasure— Murders in Inns of Court— Matthieson the Forger — Triala 
that established the Illegality of Slavery— The Lover Highwayman— The 
Accusing Spirit— The Attorney- General of the Reign of Terror— Eccentric 
Occurrences in the Law— Adventuresses of Pretended Rank— The Courier of 
Lyons — General Sarrazin's Bigamy — ^The Elstree Murder — Count Bocarme and 
his wife — Professor Webster, &c. 

*' The favour with which the first series of this publication was received, has induced 
Mr. Burke to extend his researches, which he has done with great Judgment. The incidents 
forming the subject of the second series are as extraordinary Vn every respect, as those which 
obtained so high a meed of celebrity for the Ant.'*'^Me$9enger, 

THE MAN OF THE PEOPLE. BY WILLIAM 

HOWITT. 3 vols, post Svo. (Just Ready), 

SONGS OF THE CAVALIEKS AND ROUNDHEADS, 

JACOBITE BALLADS, &c. By G. .W. THORNBURY. 1 vol. with 
numerous Illustrations by H. S. Marks'. Elegantly bound. 6s. 

" Mr. Thombury has produced a volume of sonifs and ballads worthy to ranic with 
Macaulay's or AytouD^s Lays."— CAronic/e. *' Those who love picture, life, and costume 
in song will here find what they lOYe.**—Athen€etim, 



HURST AND BLACKETT's NEW PUBLICATIONS. 13 



POEMS. BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, 

GENTLEMAN/' " A WOMAN'S THOUGHTS ABOUT WOMEN," &c 
1 ToL with Illustrations by Birkkt Fostbr. lOs. 6d. bound. 

*' A Tolume of poems which wlU issaredty take Its place with those of Ooldsmith, 6niy» 
and Cowper, on the favourite shelf of every Englishman's library. We discover in these 
poems all the firmness, vigour, and delicacy of touch "which characterise the author's prose 
worlcs» and in addition, an Ineffable tenderness and grace, such as we find in few poetical 
compositions besides those of Tennyson.'* — IlluMtrated Nitws of the World. 

** We are well pleased with these poems by our popular novelist. They are the expression 
of genuine thoughts, feelings, and aspirations, and the expression is almost always grace- 
ful, musical and well-coloured. A high, pure tone of morality pervades each set of verses, 
and each strikes the reader as inspired by some real event, or condition of mind, and not by 

eidle fancy or fleeting sentiment."— S/»eeia<or. 



A LIFE FOR A UFK BY THE AUTHOR OF 

"John Halifax Gentleman/' &c. 

*' In ' A Life for a Life* the author is fortunate in a good subject, and she has produced a 
work of strong effect. The reader, having read the book through for the story, will be apt 
(if he be of our persuasion) to return and read again many pages and passages with greater 
pleasure than on a first perusal. The whole book is replete with a graceful, tender delicacy ; 
and, in addition to Its other merits, it is written in good, caretul English."— ^MeiKeum. 

" This book is signally the best ita author has yet produced. The Interest is intense, 
and is everywhere admirably sustained. Incident abounds, and both dialogue and style are 
natural and flowing. Great delicacy in the development of character, and a subtle power of 
■elf-analysis are conspicuous in 'A Life for a Life,' while the purity of its religious views, 
and the elevatlcn— the grandeur, indeed— of its dominating sentiments, render its influences 
In every sense heirtthy and invigorating."— TAe Pre»8. 

" * A Life for a Life' is one-of the best of the author's works. We like it better than 
* John Halifax.' It is a book we should like every member of every family in England to 
read."— HeraM. 

REALITIES OF PARIS LIFE. BY THE AUTHOR 

OF «« FLEMISH INTERIORS/* &c. 3 vols, with Illustrations. Sis. 6d. 

** < Realities of Paris Life' is a good addition to Paris books, and important as affording 
true and sober pictures of the Paris poor." — AihetuBum. 

•* There is much new matter pleasantly put together in these volumes. Their merit will 
commend itself to ail readers."— £«amtner. 

NOVELS AND NOVELISTS, FROM ELIZABETH TO 

VICTOEIA. By J. C. JEAFFRESON, Esa. 2 vols, with Portraits. 21s. 

THE RIDES AND REVERIES OF MR. -ESOP SMITH. 

By MARTIN F. TUP PER, D.C.L., F.R.S., Author of " Proverbial PhUo- 

sophy," *' Stephen Langton,'^ &c., 1 vol. post 8vo. 
••This work will do good service to Mr. Topper's literary reputation. It combines 
wttli lucidity and acuteness of Judgment, freshness of fancy and elegance of sentiment. In 
Us cheerful and instructive pagi>s sound moral principles are forcibly inculcated, and every- 
day truths acquire an airof novelty, and are rendered peculiarly attractive by being expressed 
la that epigrammatic language which so largely contributed to the popularity of the author's 
former work, entitled * Proverbial Philosophy.*"— Ifonun^ Post. 

A MOTHER'S TRIAL. BY THE AUTHOR OF 

" Tbe Discipline of Life," " The Two Brothers," &c. 1 vol. 
with Illustrations, by Birket Foster. 7s. 6d. bound. 
••*A Mother's Trial,' by Lady Emily Ponsonby, is a work we can recommend. It 
tvBBthes purity and refinement iiuevery page."--Le04ier. 
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WORKS OP FICTION. 



SEVEN TEABS. 

By Julia Katahaoh, 
Author of ** Nathalie," 8 vols. 

'* Nothing can he better of lU kind than 
Mies Kavanagh't * Seven Teara.* The 
atory never flaga in Intereat, ao llfe-Uke 
•re the charactera that move In it, ao 
natural the incidenta, and ao genuine the 
emotiona they excite In peraona who have 
taken faat hold on our aympathy.*'— 
Spectator. 

LTJCT CBOFTOir. 

By the Author of "Maroaiwt Mait- 

LAND." I vol. 

*'Thia la a charmfng novel. The cha. 
ractera are excellent; the plot ia well 
defined and newj and the intereat la kept 
up with an intenaity which la aeldom 
met with In theae daya. The author de- 
tervea our thanka for one of the moat 
pleaaant hooka of the aeaaon.**— HeraML 

THE WOOD-EANQEBS. 

By CAPTAiif Matnb Rbid. 

From the French of Louia de Bellemare. 
3 vola., with iiluatrationa. 

THE LITTLE BEAUT7. 

By If K8. Grbt. 
Author of " Thk 6AMBLSR*a Wi»E.»» 8 v. 

HOL AND MRS. ASHETON. 

By the Author of "Maroarbt and hxb 

BRIOKSMAlOa." 8vol8. 

'the way of the world. 

By ALiaoN Rbkd. 3 vola. 

" There la a apell and fascination upon 
one from the firat page to the last."~ 
John Bull. 

ALMOST A HEROINE. 

By the Author of *' Charles Auchm- 
TER,*' &c. 3 vols. 

*' Til ia novel ia the author's best.*'^ 
Berald. 

WAIT AND HOPE, 

By John Edmund Reads. 8 vols. 

" ' Wait and Hope' reminds ua of the 
atyle of Godwin."— Atheneeum. 

RAISED TO THE PEERAGE. 

By Mrs.Octavius Owen. 3 vols. 
" * Raised to the Peerage' possesses very 
many of the requisites of a really good 
novel.**— Examiner. 

FEMALE INFLUENCE. 

By Lady Charlotte Pepts, 2 vola. 



LETHELIER. 

By E. Hbnbaob Dbrino. Es<|. 
2 vols. 

THE CtlJEEN OF HEARTS. 

By WiLKiB Collins. 8 toIs. 
*« » The Queen of Hearts* Is sucli a fasci- 
nating creature that we cannot choose bat 
follow her through the pagea with some, 
thing of a lover's tenderness. As for the 
three old men. they are as good in their 
way as the Brothers Cheeryble of immor- 
tal memory."— Lt/erary Oaxette. 

STEPHAN LANGTON. 

By Martin. P. Tupfer. D.C.L. F.ILS. 
Author of •* Prov^rrbial Philosophy." 
&c., 2 vols, with fine engravinga. 
••These volumes are pre-eminently qua- 
lified to attract attention both from their 
peculiar style and their great ability. The 
author baa long been celebrated for his 
attainmputs in literary creation, but the 
present work is incomparably superior to 
anything he has hitherto produced.— Sim 

CREEDS. 

By the Author of " The Morals of 
Mat Fair." »vola. 

** This is a novel of strong dramatic 
situation, powerful plot, alluring and con- 
tinuous interest, admirably defined 
characters, and much excellent remark 
upon human motiveaand social poaitions." 
— Literary Oaxetie. 

THE LEES OF BLENDON 
HALL. 

By the Author of "Alice Wentworth." 
•* A powerful and well-sustained story of 
strong interest."— ilMCTwewm. 

NEWTON DOGVANE. 

A Story of English Life. 
By Francis Francis. 
With lUustrationa by Leech. 8 vols. 
"A capital sporting novel."— CAro- 
fiicle, 

HELEN UNDSAT; 

Or. The Trial of Faith. 
By A Clerotman's Daughter. 2 Tola. 

WOODLEIGH. 

By the Author of « Wildflowbr," 
"One and Twenty," &c. 3 vols. 

BENTLEY PRIORY. 

By Mrs. Hastings Parker. 3 vols. 

"An acquisition to novtl.readers from 
its brilliant descriptions, sparkling style, 
and interesting story."— Swn. 



KOW IN COURSB OF PVBLICATION. 

HUBST AND BLAGEETT'S STANDARD UBRABT 

OP CHEAP EDITIONS OP 

POPULAR MODERN WORKS. 

Each in a single volume, elegantly printed, bonnd, and illustrated, price 5s. 
A yolome to appear every two months. The following are now ready. 



VOL. I.-SAM SLICIB?S NATTJEE AND HUKTAN NATDTRK 

ILLUSTRATED BT LEECH. 

"The first Tolnme of Messrs. Harst and Blackett's Standard Library of Cbeap Edltfons 
of Popular Modern Works forms a very good beginning to what will doubtless be a very 
successful undertaking. * Nature and Human Nature' is one of the best of Sam Slick's 
witty and humorous productions, and well entitled to the large circulation which it 
cannot fail to obtain in its present convenient and cheap shape. The volume combines 
with the great recommendations of a clear, bold type, and good paper, the lesser, but 
•till attractive merits, of being well illustrated and elegantly hound.'*— Jlfomtn^ Post. 

"This new and cheap edition of Sam Slick's popular work will be an acquisition to 
all lovers of wit and humour. Mr. Justice Haliburtos's writings are so well known to 
the English public that no commendation is needed. The volume is very handsomely 
bound and illustrated, and the paper and type are excellent. It is in every way suited 
for a library edition, and as the names of Messrs. Hurst and Blackett, warrant the 
character of the works to be produced in their Standard Library, we have no doubt the 
project will be eminently successful." — Sun. 

VOL. II.-JOHN HALIFAX, QENTLEMAN. 

•*This is a very good and a very interesting work. It is designed to trace the career 
from boyhood to age of a perfect man — a Christian gentleman, and it abounds in incident 
both well and highly wrought. Throughout it is conceived in a high spirit, and written 
with great ability, better than any former work, we think, of its deservedly successful 
author. This cheap and handsome new edition is worthy to pass freely from hand to hand, 
as a gift book in many households." — Examiner, 

** The new and cheaper edition of this interesting work will doubtless meet with great 
success. John Halifax, the hero of this most beautiful story, is no ordinary hero, and this, 
his history, is no ordinary book. It is a full-length portrait of a true gentleman, one of 
nature's own nobility. It is also the history of a home and a thoroughly English one. 
The work abounds in incident, and many of the scenes are full of graphic power and true 
pathos. It is a book that few will read without becoming wiser and better."— Scotsman. 

VOL. in.-THE CEESCENT AND THE CROSS. 

BY ELIOT WARBURTON. 

"Independent of its value as an original narrative, and its usefhl and interesthig 
Information, this work is remarkable for the colouring power and play of fancy with 
which its descriptions are enlivened.. Among its greatest and most lasting charms is its 
reverent and serious %\t\x\V*— Quarterly Review 

"A book calculated to prove more practically useful was never penned than 'The 
Crescent and the Cross '—a work which surpasses all others in its homage for the sub- 
lime and its love for the beautiful in those famous regions consecrated to everlasting 
immortality in the annals of the prophets, and which no other writer has ever depicted 
with a pencil at once so reverent and so picturesque."— S««. 

VOL. IV.-NATHALIE. BT JUIIA KAVANAGH. 

"'Nathalie ' is Miss Kavanagh's best imaginative effort. Its manner is gracious and 
attractive. Its matter is good. A sentiment, a tenderness, are commanded by her which 
are as individual as they are elegant. We should not soon come to an end were we to 
specify all the delicate touches and attractive pictures which place ' Nathalie* high among 
books of its class."— il<;jm«Mm. 

"A tale of untiring interest, full of deep touches of human nature. We have no hesi- 
tation in predicting for this delightful tale a lasting popularity, and a place in the foremost 
ranks of that most instructive kind of firtion— the moral novel."— Joftn Bull. 

**A more judicious selection thau * Nathalie* could not have been made for Bfessrs. 
Hurst and Blackett's Standard Library. The series as it advhnces realises our first im- 
pression, that it will be one of lasting celebrity."— LtYcrary Gazette, 



9for othx^ volumbs sbb next faob.] 



SDBST ANB BLAGEETTS STANDABD UBBABT 
OF CHEAP EDITIONS. 

B«ch in a iingleTOlame, elegantly printed, boiincL and lUnstrated, price 58. 

(COKTINVEO). 



VOL. T..A WOMAN'S THOTiaHTS ABOUT WOKEN. 

BT TH£ AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, OENTLEMAN." 

"A book of sound coanMl. It It ono of the most aenslble works of lU kind, well-writ- 
Icn, trae.hc«t«d, aud sltogieUier practical. Whoerer Irishes to give adrice to a 7oang lady 
may thank the anther for means of doing so."— JS«Bmtiier. 

*'The anthor of * John Halifax* will retain and extend her hold upon the reading and 
reaaonabie public by the nieriuof her present work, which bears the stamp of good sense 
and genial feeling."— OncriiM. 

*'T..ese thoughts ara good and humane. Thej arc thoughts we would wish women to 

"This really valuable Totume ought to be In every young woman's hand. It will teach 
her how to think and how to act. We are glad to see it In this Standard Library.'*— 
LUerurp Qaxette, 

VOL. VL^ADAK GRAEME, OF MOSSORAT. 

B7 THE AUTHOR OF " MRS. MARGARET MAITLAND.** 

"* Adam Graeme* is a story awakening genuine emotions of interest and deUght by its 
admirable pictures of Scottiah life and Scenery. The plot is cleverly complicated, and 
there is groat vitality In the dialogue, and remarkable brilliancy In the descriptive pas. 
sages, as who that has read * Margaret Maltland' would not be prepared to expect? But 
the story has a * mightier magnet still,* in the healthy tone which pervades It, in iU femi- 
nine delicacy of thought and diction, and in the truly womanly tenderness of its senti- 
ments. The eloquent author sets before us the essential attributes of Christian virtue, 
their deep and silent workings In the heart, and their beautiful manifestations In the life, 
with a delicacy, a power, and a truth which can hardly be surpassed.*'— ifomin^ PoU. 

■ ''f Adam Graeme' is full of eloquent writing and description. It is an uncommon work, 
not only in the power of the style, in the interest of the narrative, and In the delineation 
of character, but in the lessons it teaches.'*— 5tm. 

VOL. VII.H3A1E SLICED WISE SAWS 
Aim KODEBN DTSTAXrCES. 

"The best of all Judge Haliburton*s admirable works. It is one of the pleasantest 
books we ever read, and we earnestly recommend it." — Standard, 

*' ' The humour of Sam Slick is inexhaustible- He is ever and everywhere a welcome 
visitor} smiles greet his approach, and wit and wisdom bang upon his tongue. 
The present production is remarkable alike for its racy humour, its sound philosophy, 
the felicity of Its illustrations, and the delicacy of its satire. We promise our readers 
a great treat from the perusal of these ' Wise Saws and Modern instances,' which contiun a 
world of practical wisdom, and a treasury of the richest tun,*'— Post, 

VOL. VIIL-CABDINAL WISEKAITS BECOLLECnOITS 
OF THE LAST FOUB POPES. 

"There is no dytiasty of European sovereigns about which we English entertain so 
UMch vague curiosity, or have so little information, as al>out the successors to the Popedom. 
Cardinal Wiseman Is Just the author to meet this curiosity. His book is the lively record 
at what he has himself seen, and what none but himself, perhaps, has had so good an 
(^portuntty of thoroughly estimating. There Is a gosaipping, all-tellinK style about the 
book which Is certain to make it popular with English readers.**— JoAn Bull. 

**A picturesque book on Rome and its ecclesiastical sovereigns, by an eloquent Bomwi 
Gatbolic. Cardinal Wiseman has here treated a special subject with so aiuch generality and 
geniality, that his recollections will excite no ilUfeeiIng in those who are most Conscientiously 
opposed to every Idea of human infalliblty represented in Papal domination."— ^MeiMewm. 

" In the description of the scenes, the ceremonies, the ecclesiastical society, the manners 
and habits of Sacerdotal Rome, this work is unrivalled. It is full of anecdotes. We coald 
fill oolumus with amusing extracts.*'— CArontWe. ^ • 
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